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Introduction. THE LAST DARSHAN: 


PITE BABA’S PHYSICAL ABSENCE THOSE LOVERS WHO DESIRE TO 
T GURUPRASAD POONA TO HONOUR BABA’S INVITATION FOR DARSHAN 
©O TENTH JUNE CAN STILL COME ABIDING STRICTLY TO THE 
EDULED DATES AND CONDITIONS AS PER FAMILY LETTER DATED 
1) NOVEMBER STOP JOURNEY WILL NOW INCLUDE HALFDAY 
T TO MEHERABAD TO PAY HOMAGE AT BABA’S TOMB STOP AFTER 
TH JUNE ANYONE CAN MAKE PILGRIMAGE TO POONA AND BABA’S 
MB INDIVIDUALLY OR COLLECTIVELY UNDERSTANDING THAT ALL 
ANGEMENTS MUST BE MADE ON ONE’S OWN STOP INFORM ALL 
YCERNED YOUR AREA JAIBABA ADIK IRANI feb&69 AHMEDNAGAR 


yvatar Meher Baba had said in November, 1968, he would give darshan “on his own 
is.” No one had an inkling of what these terms would be.... “It will yet take some 
for all traces of the strain to disappear and for me to be 100% fit to see them 


” 


“The 1962 East-West Gathering was nothing compared with what this Gathering 
be....” “... The Darshan will be strictly for My lovers....”. “I have been saying, 
time is near, it is fast approaching, it is close at hand. Today I say the Time has 
ie. Remember this.” (October 13, 1968). 

aba also said this darshan would be unparalleled . . . it would be the last Darshan 
n in Silence, the last before He speaks his world-renewing word .. . that, when he 
fed giving Darshan to His lovers, it would not be for a limited period but for all 
». He also said he would give his Darshan in a reclining position... 

ll these were hints of his “own terms’. . . that he would not be with us physically, 
spiritually; not as a sight for our eyes but an experience for our hearts; we would 
be able to touch His ‘cloak’, but we could hold on to His daaman.... And so it 
pened. A total of 695 men, women and children from the West came to have the 
t Darshan’ of their Beloved Baba.... “Rivers and streams answering the Ocean's 
” as Mani put it, plus many Eastemers from India and Pakistan. 

the following pages you will read of the three Darshan weeks. We could not 
lish all the material received. Let this be just a ‘glimpse’ of the Last Darshan. 
many thanks to all who have made this account possible. Editor 


1 


DARSHAN I: A Fairy Tale For Old Souls 
by Susan Kidder Herr 


Once upon a 4th of April. . .Good Friday, 
1969, thirty of us lined up for a group photo 
and boarded an airplane in San Francisco. 
Many of us had the feeling that we were 
about to begin our cosmic trip home through 


Maya. . .the forces of illusion. 156 more 
were to follow us within two days. Desti- 
nation: India. It has been said: “Home 


is where the heart is.” For all of us, and 
hundreds of thousands more around the 
world, a man named Meher Baba is home 
and heart. Meher Baba lived and dropped 
his body in India. This is our pilgrimage. 

Besides Patty Mahler almost missing the 
plane, boarding was fairly uneventful. No 
one was overweight on baggage and every- 
one was in good health and cheer. The 
excitement was contagious. A delicious 
brand of insanity prevailed. We were 
headed by Baba’s beloved Murshida Duce. 
Allan Cohen was our group captain. He 
counted heads, collected money and spread 
his inimitable brand of good cheer. In 
New York we grew by one. Frank McNut 
joined us from Michigan. We were lined 
up by Swissair for another group picture, 
like celebrities. 


Some of us were on our first trip out 
of the country. First stop Frankfurt and 
then Zurich. In Zurich we were to stay for 
24 hours. Although we all had a relatively 
sleepless night, the brisk weather of 38° 
revived us. Patty Mahler, Jeannie Kerr and 
I went shopping and sightseeing. We dis- 
covered Zurich to be a spotless, beautifully 
quaint city with marvelous things to buy and 
delicious food. As we roamed around the 
town some of the German-speaking males 
tried to talk with us. Jeannie came up with 
a perfect retort to anything they said. 
“Meher Baba!” More baffled looking men 
I have never seen. 

April 6, Easter Sunday. We left Zurich 
around 11:00 a.m. for Athens, Tel Aviv and 
BOMBAY! At 6:00 a.m. E.S.T., we stepped 
out into the hottest and most odorous en- 
vironment many of us had ever experienced. 
We walked into the airport terminal and 
still there was no relief from the heat. Huge 
fans spun ineffectually. 


It is impossible for me to try to imagine 
what was on each person’s mind. Excite- 


chattering of happy voices stopped abrup. 


ment, perhaps mingled with anxiety. Wh 
we were still on board the airplane, mar 
conversations had been in progress: 
would Baba’s Darshan be like? Some ol 
thought that Baba would manifest in fro 
us. Some, that we'd go to Gurupr 
Baba’s house in Poona and just stare 
empty chair for two hours every day. Ai 
here we were in a dank, hot airport y 
men dressed in khaki shorts herding us ab 
and making us wait, making sure we did 
have unreported cameras, cash, radios 
tape recorders. I can’t imagine ‘what ot 
were thinking, but I was hot, tired and 
I could remember to, laughing. Good 
Baba! Always fooling us. All the rom 
cism of what India would be like, mystet 
India, certainly was not with me that | 
half hour in Bombay. But as we movee 
into the parking lot we suddenly h 
shouts of “Jai Baba! Jai Baba!” Son 
the Bombay lovers were there to meet us 
early in the morning! A chill went up 
spine and tears came to my eyes. I 
never been so surprised and touched be 
Later, I found everyone had had a sim 
experience. The Indian lovers had arrar 
for a bus and they rode along with 
the hotel where we were to stay for ¢ 
14 hours. 

The ride to the hotel was a real * 
blower” to those of us who hadn't b 
India before. It was dark when we f 
began the ride. Everyone was chatteri 
A few who were sitting with the In 
lovers heard many beautiful Baba sto 
One of them was about how magnifi 
roses appeared in a lover's garden a 
miles away. Such roses had never bef 
grown there. He quickly brought them 
Meherazad and they turned out to be ~ 
enough to cover the body of Beloved Bar} 

As the sun began to rise in the East, 


With the light, came visions of poverty 
imaginable and unfathomable to a group 
well-fed Westerners. People lying h» 
naked in the streets, hundreds. . .thousar’ 
Hovels by the road with animals and chile i 


awhile. 


ran hour of riding we found ourselves 
» of the most luxurious surroundings 
‘mbay. Marble walls and red plush 
‘s. . quaint, elegant elevators leading 
jagnificent suites. . .the Taj Mahal! 
| the land of contrasts. .! A very 
sroup of excited people washed up and 
or breakfast. Silver settings, cloth 
ms and beautifully dressed waiters 
ed us. I began to butter my toast 
Allan suggested that perhaps the butter 
not from a cow. I didn’t butter my 
I began to pour milk into my coffee; 
again Allan implied that the milk was 
an animal other than the old familiar 
type, but from a water buffalo! I 
vax my coffee black and reminded myself 
‘o have breakfast with Dr. Cohen in 
%. again. Bernie Schwartz had breakfast 
the two of us that morning also. He 
im dly announced that he had drank some 
x from the pitcher in his gorgeous 
a. He was our first guinea pig. . .we 
ved for him to turn green. 
>me of us decided to sleep after break- 
diand others shopped or stayed around the 
4. I slept. Dave Wietersen met the 
or of GLOW (a publication dedicated to 
ier Baba) and Sarosh Irani. Sarosh has 
6a serving Baba devotedly for nearly 50 
cs. He was driving the car carrying 
i mandali when Baba had his accident in 
hU.S. He felt he wanted to kill himself 
sr the accident. He didn’t feel he could 
lg2 anyone back in India after allowing 
t Master to get hurt. Sarosh told about 
f one time he disobeyed Baba. After the 
‘ident, Baba told him to have an operation 
meeded, by a certain surgeon. Due to 
y Mayavic episodes, he went to another 
stor. He ended up suffering for three 
irs until he finally had the operation re- 
ne by the doctor Baba had originally 
signated. 
arosh also told about a vision of Meherjee 
rkaria’s. Two days before Baba dropped 
body, Meherjee saw it happen. He told 
‘rosh immediately. Sarosh didn’t believe 
at Baba would leave, so he decided to 
illow previously-made plans to depart from 
»mbay. No sooner had he left when he 
‘ceived a telegram from Meherazad inform- 
him that Meherjee’s vision had come 


de. 
At 5:30 we were back at the airport to 
itch our last plane for a while. Desti- 


nation: Poona. Everyone was cheerful 
and the general feeling was that we were 
really in a dream. . .getting farther and 
farther away from “reality!” 

We arrived in Poona after a half-hour 
ride. Energy seemed to come from nowhere. 
The lack of sleep didn’t seem noticeable 
on anyone's face. The airport in Poona 
was an old wood building. The runway, an 
old field. There were miles of land with 
vegetation growing. We were all relieved. 
In Bombay we almost never saw a tree and 
we were afraid all of India would be like 
that. More Baba lovers were there to meet 
us, Meherjee Karkaria among them. They 
had a bus waiting to whisk us off to our 
hotels. The sights along the way were once 
again full of contrasts. On the way to the 
hotel we passed Guruprasad. It was 
announced by the driver, but it wasn’t 


necessary. We had all seen it so many 
times in pictures and dreams. Everyone 
reacted. . .each in his own way. . .all 


saying “Home!” 

About six of us were dropped off at the 
Amir Hotel. We were surprised at how 
modern it was. We went to our rooms and 
quickly washed and unpacked. It was quite 
a coordination problem trying to get the six 
of us downstairs to dinner at the same time. 
We had the feeling that this was just the 
beginning of problems. It would be five 
times worse when the second group came, 
which comprised at least 40 more people 
for our hotel. We were served a beautiful, 
carefully prepared meal. We did not see 
a menu. I was very nervous about the food 
and ate very little. I passed up the ice 
cream and worried about the others as they 
ate theirs. 

We decided to go back to our rooms and 
sleep. As we were passing through the 
lobby we heard a lot of familiar voices. 
Allan Cohen, Carol Lee Jensen, Ann 
McGinnis. I ran out to see what was 
happening. Carol Lee told me that they 
were all trying to check into our hotel 
because the rooms they were assigned 
had lizards in them! We all started to 
laugh and hug each other. So this was 
India! It took about an hour to reshuffle 
the new people into the hotel. Everyone 
was appeased, — for the moment. 


Tuesday, April 8th. 
The 156 on the charter flight still hadn't 


arrived. They were scheduled to arrive in 
the evening, but no one knew for sure when. 
Due to some hassle about accommodations, 
they would have to board buses at the 
airport and come directly to Poona. We 
felt sorry for them as we had a pretty 
good idea how tired they must be. Nothing 
was formally planned for us. We were 
told to shop and entertain ourselves. Some 
of the Sufis were invited to Guruprasad, 
to figure out the staging for their program. 

I didn't feel like shopping. Somehow, the 
knowledge that Guruprasad was so close, 
made everything else seem grey in compa- 
rison. I knew I shouldn't go there uninvited, 
so I decided to just ask the hotel manager 
where it was. He answered by putting me 
into his private car and asking his driver 
to drop me there free of charge. As we 
were driving I became very nervous. I 
knew in a matter of minutes I would be 
deposited at the front door and I didn’t know 
what to do. As the driver let me out I still 
didn’t know what to do. Fortunately I didn’t 


have to ponder my problem too much longer. 


A man dressed in white grabbed my arm and 
whisked me into a back room. I sat alone 
for what seemed an eternity, but was 
probably only 10 minutes. Rano Gayley 
came in and made me feel very much at 
home. I explained about my compulsion 
to come. She laughed and then introduced 
me to a young Baba lover named Bakhtaver 
who was typing all the lists of Westerners 
and hotel rooms. Every few minutes she 
would have to start the lists again. Last 
night’s changes had to be incorporated 
in the new lists. I got a pretty good 
glimpse of what the mandali and workers 
must have been going through for so many 
months as we charted and unchartered our 
various trips. 

Rano told me about the time when the 
mandali weren't allowed to talk to outsiders 
about Baba at all. She said it was so 
difficult then, because so many were so 
curious. She said it was so wonderful now 
that everyone could speak so freely and the 
world was becoming more receptive. After- 
wards she showed me the main hall where 
Darshan would be held and then Baba’s bed- 
room. I couldn't believe I had been there 
and could hardly speak as Bakhtaver and 
her husband drove me back to the hotel. 

I returned just in time to find out that the 
women mandali had invited all the women 


to a meeting with them. Also the men ¥ 
invited to meet the men mandali. | wa 
excited I couldn't eat. I ran up the tl 
flights of stairs to my room and starte 
plan on what to wear to the meeting. I tt 
not to think of what to say or of 
actual meeting. 

Buses came at 4:30 and in a few min 
we were all at Guruprasad. Twice in 
day, it was hard to believe! Mani, Meh 
Rano and all the other women were in a 
to greet us at the door. We each ha 
chance to embrace them all. Mani did n 
of the talking that evening. She told s¢ 
marvelous stories: One time when she } 
in the hospital for an operation, Baba ca 
and visited her every day. This took 
during the time when the mandali could 
tell anyone who Baba really was. Al 
the nurses took a tremendous fancy to 
and waited anxiously each day for his vi 
After he left they would ask Mani who 
was and she would always have to answ 
“My brother.” This became a ritual. 1 
began to bring all the premature babies 
Baba, still not knowing who he really w 
Maninever did tell them. In fact, when th 
asked her why he never spoke she answer 
“He’s very shy!” ; 


Everyone got a kick out of that sto 
Mehera asked Mani to tell some peo 
dreams about Baba. 


come closer and closer to earth. 
caused panic and people started to gat 
in large crowds and chant: “Rama, Ra 
Krishna, Krishna,” and still the sun wou 
move closer and closer. More and m¢ 
people gathered; louder and louder thi 
shouted. All the while the boy kept yellin 
“Shout Meher Baba!” No one listened 
first, but suddently with a slight murn: 
a few started to chant, “Meher Baba, Melt 
Baba,” then a few more and then everyay 
began to chant: “Meher Baba, Meher Babe 
And as they did, the sun slowly went bat 
to its original place in the sky. his ste 
brought a happy smile to Mehera’s face a) 
her happiness permeated everyone's bein 

Mehera urged Mani to tell this next st 


A man, an Indian professor, was at one tit 
a great seeker. He had every book — 
Masters and was seeking a Perfect Mas: 
and the Way. Every evening he lit cand 
to several pictures of deities and pray» 


vening his wife saw a vision of a man 
white sadra, who told her: “Tell 
‘nusband to wear this shirt,” and he 
bd to his own. She ran and told her 
ind. He asked, “Which shirt?” She 
red, “I don't know, I’ve never seen a 
ike that before.” He immediately 
ved all his books and made her go 
‘zh each one. She couldn’t find anyone 
looked like or was dressed like the 
she had seen. Her husband was 
angry and she was very unhappy. 
evening as they were walking, they 
ened to enter the Avatar Meher Baba 
er in Poona. The wife saw a large 
‘re of Baba, and shouted: “There’s 
man! There’s the shirt!” Today 
‘ people are great lovers of Baba 
‘the professor always wears a sadra, 
to the school where he teaches! 

ani told about their New Life days. They 
to beg for their food at huts and houses 
e way. No one knew who Baba or his 
dali were, yet often, when they would 
roach houses to beg, the people would 
rive themselves to give food to Baba 
his disciples. Mani said the feeling was 
inctive in all who met them. In fact, 
y asked to go with them, but Baba 
ald always have to say no. He didn't 
er disciples as he traveled as Christ 


“hey had donkeys with them; Baba would 
ve so fast and sometimes the donkeys 
sed to move. Baba would gesture, ‘what 
skeeping them?’ So when Baba would be 
king back they would be very nice to 
» donkey saying: “C’mon donkey, nice 
key!” When Baba would be far enough 
ead they would whack the donkeys and 
» donkeys would start to run, enabling 
2m to catch up with Baba. This would 
ppen again and again. They never 
anted Baba to see them hitting the donkeys, 
they waited for him to get almost out 
sight. As if Baba didn’t know what 
as really happening! 

Mani told a charming story about birds 
"ey used to keep for Baba. Baba asked 
em to be especially careful with them, 
t to let them out of their cages. They 
\ere painstakingly careful, but one day 
e of them flew out. They tried to get 
im back, being very gentle and careful 
the same time, but he flew away. 
aba was very displeased when he was 


told. Mani said that she is convinced 
Baba did a great deal of universal work 
with those birds. Baba ordered the birds 
to be fed as much as they wanted. Mani 
and Mehera fed them to their hearts’ 
content and they would get so full they 
couldn’t move. Then Baba would say: 
“Exercise them!” They would walk the 
birds around, but they would still be so 
full they could hardly walk. When they 
asked Baba what to do about that he 
would gesture: “Give them a laxative!” 
But after the laxative the birds would be 
hungry again and they would have to start 


all over! 
At one point in the evening Mehera 


noticed Cindy Ceteras’ purse lying on 
the floor. It had a picture of Baba pasted 
on it. Mehera picked it up and kissed 
Baba’s face. It was such a_ touching, 
silent gesture. 

Mehera and Mani posed outside with 
Mark and Michael, Charmian Corrinet’s 
two boys. We were thus able to snap 
them for a few minutes before the sun 
set completely. As we left that evening 
we were all elevated to an indescribable 
high feeling. All the dreams of meeting 
Mehera and embracing her had come true 
in an instant. Meeting Mani and the other 
women were a wonder that left many of 
us in tears as we waited for our bus. Some 
of us walked home that night pinching 
ourselves: it was really happening! 

Notes on the men’s meeting by Dave 
Weitersen; 

We arrived at Guruprasad at 5:30 p.m. 
and met the mandali. They are really 
beautiful. We also met a few women, 
the most striking being Baba’s sister Mani, 
who was and is beyond words. The girls 
went with the women and we went with 
the men mandali. The girls met Mehera. 
Some of them crying afterwards. She 
will be seen by us!. . .on the first day 
of Darshan. I can’t believe it! 

We sat and talked with the disciples in 
the room where Baba used to sit and 
give orders and discourses, etc. His 
chair and the furnishings were all there, 
just as they were before he dropped. his 
body. The mandali told us some short 
stories about Baba. 

1) They were travelling and decided to 
purchase some oranges from a stand that 
had a picture of Baba on it. They bar- 


gained with the servant while the owner 
was engaged in worshipping Baba’s picture, | 
and finally got some oranges. As they 
left the stall the owner came running up 
and wanted more money. He said _ his 
servant didn't know what he was doing. 
He didn't even recognize his Master! 
Baba told him that the deal was made and 
deals that were made were not to be 
broken. 

2) Baba seemed to like travelling in 
what could best be described as a “closed 
hot-box.” Whenever they travelled he 
didn't like any draft on him and liked 
the temperature very warm. His mandali 
would be sweating but he would be just 
comfortable. The mandali thought they 
knew better than Baba how he liked to 
travel. Once when they had a long train 
ride ahead, without telling Baba, they 
purchased tickets for first class, air- 
conditioned coach. It turned out that Baba 
made them have the air-conditioning turned 
off, leaving them with no means of ventila- 
tion in the middle of summer, in south 
India! Imagine! The mandali were sopping 
wet but Baba was just fine. 

3) Baba often did things so that his 
mandali could have something they wanted 
while he received “nothing.” Often times, 
due to lack of sufficient funds, Baba would 
ask the mandali what they wanted to do— 
for instance, whether they wanted to use 
what little funds they had to take a horse 
cart instead of a long walk; or whether 
they wanted to walk and have cold drinks 
later on. They usually ended up walking 
eight or nine miles (Baba, too!) and then 
having cold drinks while Baba would either 
have nothing or just a warm drink. 

That evening we all had an exciting 
dinner. . .the men told their stories and 
we told ours. As I was about to retire 
I was informed by Allan that I would 
have to give up my room. “What?” 
was all I managed to get out. Most of 
the people in our hotel would have to 
be switched because the second gang was 
due in any time and they had to have 
rooms! Carol Leigh and I stayed up almost 
all night with the two hotel managers. . . 
we finally got the rooms arranged so that 
only two people had to switch. All the 
figuring took us hours because we didn’t 
know that in India, when a man shakes his 
head from side to side it can mean yes 


able. 


as well as no! 
Wednesday, April 9 
With a thunderous roar, a group 0 
most incredibly tired people showe 
after the bus ride to end bus rides 
sleepless crew of about 30 were depo 
at the Amir! Again, it took en 
maneuvering to find everyone a place 
two youngsters slept in the bar. . .an Qt i 
luggage had completely vanished. — 
the bus ride was the real “cross” of 
charter group’s trip. No one could sf 
talking about it. Allan Saviskas recow#}" 
it here: ik 
The closer we came to India, the hi 
we felt. We landed in Bombay a 
11:00 p.m. When I got off the 
the hot, humid, intense night, I was hom 
I was somewhere! It was great. W 
we said: ‘Jai Baba” others returned 
greeting or asked: “Meher Baba?” 
Outside of customs Meherjee Kark 
and the Bombay lovers greeted us | 
warm Baba love. We were told \ 
have to bus from Bombay to Poona, — 
miles. . .that was nothing, after all! — 
had just come half way around the wi 
what was just a little longer when 
end was the Beloved? We were to 
within an hour and were told: “G 
fresh yourselves with sodas!” 


If you have in your mind, as wes 
in ours, the image of Greyhound Sc # 
cruisers. . .STOP!!! We rode in bai 
at least 10 or 20 years old. Bai 
whose top speed was 35 miles per hy 
but only the last 20 miles did we € j 
really go that fast. Whatever the big} 
passed, filled the compartment with ow! 
It could be a flower merchant, a restau? 
or a dung pile. Everything was so stror 
odorous. Out of the streets of Bom: 
and into the country, the road became °¥}y 
lanes but, many times only one. # 
bus was the most crowded and uncomf #}" 
The bus had only a second 
and it stalled when we went too sl 
All of this was made up for, bec: 
Meherjee was riding along with us. W a" 
we drove up the Deccan Plateau, it i 
really slow. At a certain point we muie) 
one kilometer in one hour. There we 
hairpin turn going up and our bus stall!) 
The driver started out in second gear i 
went backwards. He talked to some pass 


‘drivers and they put large rocks 
our wheels. This would surely 
We rolled back until we hit the 
~ the mountain and went no further. 
jee talked with the bus driver. It 
‘ow best for all to get out of the 
id he would drive up the hill. He 
-and drove all the way to the top, 
). behind. Everyone had such a good 
running and shouting. . .all the way 
> hill! 
were sitting again, cramped and hot. 
river and everyone on the road was 
g horns even if there was no one 
i'd to honk at. There were two rest 
on the road to Poona. In each was 
teen with cool water which we were 
lowed to drink, fresh fruits which 
ere not allowed to eat and pastries we 
(n't buy. There were some “uninvited 
‘son all the food and water and they 
1 easily give us “Poona Belly!”. 
rwise known as amoebic dystentery. 
only toilet on the road was a tree or 
ish. The only seat to rest on was the 
ground. All around the rest stations 
» sleeping migrants. They didn’t have 
hing to sleep in but the clothes they 


y 


3 dawn approached, we passed the flat 
sand the farm lands. In small villages 
| were up and starting to wake the 
k. Down through the ravines walked 
nen and girls with large brass water 
Mf; on their heads. 5000 years ago the 
Be story unfolded the same way. It 
» as if here we were on our way to 
st the Lord Krishna. Three hours 
br the sun was up, we finally arrived 
Poona. It took us about eight hours to 
Ike a 199-mile journey! 


ihwid Wieterson tells of the first day of 
“§rshan: Thursday, April 10: 


Jay. An unbelievable love feast. Francis 
tid his poetry and gave his talk on “The 
Tighty Beloved.”® Eruch and Jal and all 
2 mandali and workers were introduced. 
urshida looked powerful as did all. We 
v Baba’s room and chair which no one 
jas previously allowed to touch. His 
ndals were there. Mehera was beautiful 
id beyond words. So were all the rest. 
u Baba, forever! 


‘see page 34 


/ords detract. Pure unadulterated beauty 


John Krchniak describes this day: 

A large photo of Baba was sitting in 
His chair, garlanded. We opened with 
the Master's Prayer and then Mehera 
greeted us with “Jai Baba.” She is beauti- 
ful, and again the purity of love that 
emanated from her was overpowering. 
Eruch was, of course, in charge. . .if one 
can use ‘in charge” with Baba everywhere 

. .and acted as “Master of Ceremonies.” 
The women mandali sang the arti to Baba; 
the Gujurati arti which Baba composed in 
the early days for His disciples to sing. 
Mani had spoken briefly, immediately after 
Mehera greeted us, and welcomed us all. 
The Arti was very moving. . .and kept 
our concentration on the picture in Baba’s 
chair. Needless to say, tears flowed 
freely. Then Eruch spoke and was followed 
by Francis Brabazon briefly reading some 
of his poetry. At 10 a.m., one hour after 
we had arrived, darshan began. . .but oh, 
so differently than had been imagined. The 
flesh-body was in The Tomb, and we were 
receiving darshan from His other “body” 
and could only see an empty chair with 
His picture sitting in it. The line formed 
from the women’s side of the room, and 
in a very orderly manner, one-by-one, 
we went to Baba’s chair and did obeisance. 
It had a pattern to it as we filed by. . . 
the embracing of His hands and kissing 
His Feet. It was emotionally most moving 
...one would think that we were embracing 
space. . .something in an empty chair. . . 
and it could have been quite humorous. 
But the silence was so powerful, the room 
so charged with His Love, that one’s heart 
was pounding with the beauty of the re- 
sponding love within us. When my turn 
came, I was suddenly very happy. I re- 
sisted the impulse to kiss His picture, 
and followed like a sheep in the pattern 
set by the previous devotees. 

I kissed His hands and His feet and 
thanked Him for coming again. I was 
bubbling over with happiness as I searched 
my way through the other room, down 
around the building on the veranda, to the 
line waiting to sign the register and enter 
Baba’s room. When my turn came to enter 
His room. . .beautifully and simply fur- 
nished. . .I, too, touched everything and 
did obeisance where the spirit guided me. 
His sadra and Baba-pink jacket, His chair, 
His bed, His footstool, His cup and table 


. .and the happy-giddy feeling continued. 
Outside the room, on the veranda, I dared 
drink the water furnished us so thought- 
fully. Cool and refreshing after the gallons 
of soft drinks and “treated water” I had 
already consumed on the trip. I then had 
to be alone and broke away from the group 
and walked in the garden. I wanted to 
shout with joy and dance, but felt it 
would be a bit too much and would distract 
those inside just receiving darshan. Walking 
the lovely grounds, I would occasionally 
see another Babalover who had to be 
alone. Some were crying softly, some were 
sitting with their eyes closed, and all 
were young people, all visibly moved by 
the importance of what Baba had granted 


us by permitting this darshan. 
° e ° 


The meeting with the women in the 
evening: 

This was the second night for me to 
meet the women, but for the second group 

this was their first! The women 
opened the meeting by singing. They sang 
the names of the Avatars: “Baba Bhagavan” 

.all the names of Baba in his past 
incarnations. -ZLOROASTER, RAM, 
KRISHNA, BUDDHA, CHRIST, ALLAH 
(MOHAMMED), BABA! The next song 
was a verse given by Baba. . .“Sat chit 
anand, paramanand, Meher Baba, Vidn- 
yanand!” It is meant to be sung con- 
tinually in a procession and in the final 
covering of Baba’s body, it was sung 
continually. Charmian then read to the 
group, ending with. . “Oh, Baba, you are 
our beloved captain and our haven.” 

Mani played several renditions of Begin 
the Beguine. . .all much loved by Baba. 
Leslie Hutchinsons’ recording was heard: 
it was the rendition played as Baba was 
placed in his tomb—His wish. 

Mani told us that the singing voice of 
Jim Reeves touched Baba’s heart. His 
favorite of Reeves’ songs was There 
Is A Heartache Following Me! He would 
have it played at lunchtime just before 
he would go over to the mandali’s side. 
When the mandali heard it, they would 
say: “Baba is coming!” In reference 
to Jim Reeves, Baba said: “There will 
come among my lovers one day, someone 
with the voice of Jim Reéves who will 
sing Francis’ gazals.” 


being anywhere. 


A lot of shuffling went on with 
phones and tape recorders. Elect 
problems are common in India and { 
night was no exception. Mani went |} 
her glasses, calling them “halflings.” 
Mehera stepped to the microphone; 
repeated “Jai Baba” several times. 
microphone was still troublesome. 
“Jai Baba” was repeated by Mehera. 
she began to speak. She told us ty 
Swanee was one of Baba’s favout) 
songs. When she first knew Baba 
loved singing. . .he was not on silent), 
then. One time he asked Mehera to s)| 
Swanee to him. She did, although 
before explaining to Baba that she dic 
have a very good voice. 
sang:. . . How I love you.” 


teach him to sing it. She didn't 
how. He said: “Write down the wi 
and I will read them.” She did and B 
learned the tune. He sang it the \ 
next day in a deep and beautiful 
She was only sixteen when this happe 
She had taught him his first English 


Mani told a story of a mynah bird # 
had. It would say Baba’s name so bea 
fully; and he would stand and _ list 
Mehera taught the bird to say “Ba 
Baba darling” and the bird said it i 
voice almost identical to hers. Then eve 
one taught the bird to say “Baba darli! 
and the bird would say it in everyor 
voice. One day, unfortunately, the E 
caught a chill. They all focused on 
bird as if it were a human being, nurs: 
it. Baba would hold it, everyone te i 
care of it and yet it died. . saying “BAF #! 
in a creaking voice. Baba said they cov 
have no idea how fortunate that bird wil) 
Mani said that we have no idea how iff}! 
tunate any animal was, to be petted 
Baba. | 

Mani told us that Baba was the lonel 
There was none otl!jy 
none but HIM. All this creation was }¥ 
imagining. . .Baba said: “I am the oj 
one that can always only be the ON | 

Once Ivy Duce asked Eruch whet |] 
Baba slept. Eruch answered: 
Baba came down and became man. | 
did not play the part of man, but wi 
man. A Sadguru becomes God and pli 
the part of man. . . vt] 


But God becomes man and _ has 
'z to gain, he does it for our sakes. 
lid sleep, he was man and he slept 
5, we've heard him snore. But at 
‘ne time Baba slept, He was aware.” 
‘i gave an example of Baba’s aware- 
vhile asleep. He was in a chair 
ag and_ snoring. .Mani_ stopped 
g out loud to him, because she 
want him to miss a certain part. 
suddenly said: “Go on, I can hear!” 
't, he repeated the previous passage. 
she told another story which took 
on one of Baba’s tours. Always 
had one of the men on watch; they 
| take turns every four or five 
They weren't allowed to make a 
or enter the room where Baba 
isleep. Well, it happened that the 
7 medicine cabinet was in Baba’s 
and one of the people became ill. 
ihad to get the medicine. He opened 
‘oor so beautifully and quietly. He 
'dcarefully and finally got the medicine 
‘ the cabinet, tip-toed back and closed 
door; then all of a sudden “click, 
” Baba beckoned for Eruch. Mani 
M%that Baba had let Eruch go through 
ne agony and the feeling of success 
w@i-e he showed that he heard him! 
ter all the stories, we were allowed 
‘i more to embrace the women mandali. 
came ill that evening and Dr. Goher 
oitght me smelling salts. The heat of 
iy evening, combined with all the love 
ations, made me swoon. 


1 Krchniak tells how he spent this 
ing: 

pon our return to the hotel for dinner, 
-young men from the Poona Baba 
ter, who had been our guides on the 
5, were waiting for us. We had a 
iderful chat, and it was delightful to 
‘that their application of what Baba 
tht was an everday-every moment thing. 
yhad grownup in the flesh-presence of 
|Godman and He was their life. 

he simplicity of their approach con- 
ed with what some of the immediate 
p felt; those who over-intellectualize 
search for mental stimulation and 
tacles. This was strongly put forth when 
» of the Los Angeles group insisted that 
Da would perform some miracle. . . like 
/e on a flesh-body again in which to break 


His silence. I felt exactly the opposite: 
no need for it since God was indivisible 
and could not be divided into God and God- 
man. They are one. The conversation got 
nowhere, but the two Poona boys came in 
later in the evening with Baba’s actual words 
re miracles, and the Los Angelean ad- 
mitted defeat. 

The boys, both college students, told of 
Baba’s request prior to leaving His body, 
that Baba’s twin nephews, Rustom and 
Sohrab, come and entertain Him. So, 
Baba’s nephews and Bejon P. Irani went 
and entertained Him. Im sure Baba, 
in His silence, roared with laughter as 
we did when we heard the song at the 
Poona Baba Center. . .There’s a Hole in 
the Bucket. Bejon and Bastani Rusi 
also told us that although Baba had guided 
the two of them to go to college, he 
guided His two nephews to work in a 
factory. And this is what the twins are 
now doing. . .they are a part of India’s 
growing industry. 

Still tired, I retired early. The fan 
did not cool the room but I wasn’t uncom- 
fortable. For a while, I took in the 
Indian night and smells from my balcony 
and listened to the beautiful love songs 
Los Angelean Babakook Allan Saviskas was 
playing to Baba on his flute. I was again 
most moved. His room was either above 
or below mine, but one couldn't tell where 


the music was coming from. 
o ° e 


April 11: The second day of darshan, by 
Marla Reitman: 

The dawning of the second day of 
Darshan was filled with great anticipation 
as we boarded the buses for Guruprasad. 
As they approached our Masters’ house, 
we were welcomed by the mandali, once 
again—with open arms and warm smiles. 

Today was the day for the Sufis to 
present their program in honor of Baba. 
It was performed for the first time. . . 
something that will never be forgotten 
by those attending. 

The vibration of the music touched us. 
The sound of it in our ears brought 
tears to our eyes. I have never felt a 
room so full of love as I felt on that 
second morming of Darshan. 

Murshida Ivy Duce announced the Sufi 
program: 


“Baba told us in 1956 that Sufis must 
be goofy with love for God! Remembering 
the perfect sense of humor of our Beloved, 
for several years now our young Sufis 
have devised goofy programs to commemo- 
rate Christmas and Baba’s birthday, which 
date coincides with my own birthday. He 
told us often that when two or three were 
gathered together in His name, there would 
He be also — hence the Sufis’ only desire 
was to lift His burden for even one moment. 
I hope no one will regard our little skits 
as irreverent. They were only aimed at 
the target of His smile. As Mehera is as the 
moon to Baba’s Sun, reflecting His Love and 
Beauty everywhere, it is our dearest wish 
that our joy in Him will be reflected as a 
smile upon her face. 

“We recently initiated 33 new mureeds, 
among whom are many artistic and musical 
talents which we have not had time to 
tap. Most of our lyrics and music were 
composed by Hank Mindlin, including the 
Arti, of which Baba has approved. 

“Our first number is “The Wondrous 
One” by Hank Mindlin and Carol-Leigh 
Jensen. Aneece Hassen dreamed up the 
following automobile dealer's sales pitch 
and it will be given by his brother-in- 
law, Zuhair Al Faqih. It is called “Sam 
S. Kara, the Used Karma Dealer.” Next 
is a recitative written by Hank. Antoinette 
Cruser will sing a Portuguese song called 
in English “Silence.” Her husband Dick 
will accompany her. The “Swing Song” 
will be presented by our youngest Baba- 
lovers. Robbi Basho will play his own 
composition in honor of Baba. The “Astral 
Plane Waltz” is by Carol-Leigh Jensen 
and her playful entities. Next is a skit 
called “The War Room.” Any resemblance 
to persons living or dead is definitely not 
purely coincidental. “The Right Time” re- 
presents our finale and will be followed by 
the Arti.” 


The Western Arti, given for the first . 


time, with seven girls in the seven colors 
of Baba’s flag, singing and ‘dancing, es- 
pecially overwhelmed the Easterners and 
brought tears to their eyes. 

On the way back from Guruprasad, we 
were told to be ready to board the buses 
at 4:30 p.m. sharp, where Jal was to be 
our guide on a tour of Sassoon Hospital, 
Babajan’s shrine, and Baba’s house. The 
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whelming. We drove a short 
through the town to what looked lik 
ordinary building. The building jj 
Sassoon Hospital and it was by no me 
‘ordinary. Here, on February 25, Ij 
at 5 a.m., Merwan Irani was born. _ jl 

On the wall, just outside the hos,\f* 
entrance, was a plaque dedicated to 
Baba. As we stood in line wait 
enter the hospital, I was able to obs 
the patients waiting for professiona 
Seated on a bench was a 


to be suffering from some sort of 
disease. I managed to get somewhat of : jh 
smile on his lips, as he kept batting t 

away from his face. 


The the line moved in and, in 
we entered the hospital. I wish I ¢ 
relate what my eyes saw and what fp 
in my heart as I gazed in one of the w 
It took a lot of self-control to kee 
cheerful smile on my lips instead of a 
wet with tears. Over the doorway wit 
picture of Baba with a colorful wreal Hil 
flowers draped around it. : 

The next stop was Babajan’s 
The shrine was built around the 
that Babajan sat under for many, ; 
years. It was under this tree that f® 
received illumination from Babajan\ ff 
only woman who was a Perfect M j 
As we knelt before Her tomb, each sil etd 


received Her blessing and thanked H 
bringing us to Baba. ; 
Once again we boarded the buses: 
off we went to Baba’s house, where F# 
brother and his family, and Jal now 
As we entered the small room w 
Baba slept, the heat from the day r 
on the roof of the house. As hot 
was,/the love of Baba made it coo)! 
comfortable. The first thing that } 
visible was a glass cabinet filled ii 
Baba’s belongings: His shoes, His itt 
His alphabet board, and_ several 
possessions. 
cabinet filled the whole room. 


found myself surrounded by seven or fii, 
Indian girls. We managed to commu /ath 
quite well, considering that I did not valet 


their language and they spoke broken 


ey looked at all of us with curiosity 
wanted instantly to be our friends. 
jral gave me their addresses so that I 
|1 write to them and send them a picture 
e United States. It’s kind of sad to real- 
nat they will never see the United States 
‘or that matter, any other part of the 
/d. It’s hard to relate the poverty and dis- 

/in India; but they are extremely fortun- 
iy/ll@ > have heard of Avatar Meher Baba. 
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il 12: The third day of darshan, by 
Klifman: 


waking to a downfall of rain was a 


The buses bustled with 
thes of plastic rain covers, squeezing 
to drenched cottons of those who 
@ prepared only for the usual hot desert 
iate of Poona. 

he Western lovers were unmindful of 
xed garments as an extraordinary sense 
anticipation filled their midst. While 
‘ng carried off for another appointment 
their Master, much conversation as 
ow “Baba always has it rain at least 
re during each Darshan period” was 
ird. Mud-clad shoes and sandals were 
fd on the steps of Guruprasad, and 
ees hushed as the now more reverent 
ong entered the great hall. 

t the beckoning call of Eruch, the room 
nced and the third day of “Darshan” 
S>gram commenced. The already dimmed 
ints darkened completely from the storm, 
id microphones squeaked and crackled 
yond any point of aid. 
ee : ; 

) Charmian Corrinet announced: 

) This morning the goofy Sufis are happy 
jf present their second program. We 
|begin with Hank Mindlin’s “Everywhere 
ILook This Morning.” 

“Carol Leigh will sing a song composed 
ir her birthday by Hank called simply 
“My Song.” I am sure that the news 
‘edia in India have described fully our 
ild political conventions when a new 
vesident for the U.S. has to be selected. 
‘owadays, reporters with walkie-talkie 
iidios go all over the big halls and call 
yj! their reports to a special announcer. 
yank got fascinated with the idea of a Baba 
nvention, as you will now see. 


ll 


“You have all heard of the “Haight- 
Ashbury” district in San Francisco which, 
to our sorrow, became the drug capital 
of our country. It started out as a center 
for hippies, all of whom wore flowers, 
burned incense, and talked endlessly about 
LOVE. Marty Lewis and others had 
apartments on the fringe of this district 
which were convenient to State College. 
She will now demonstrate how a hippie 
explained the way the Sufis become involv- 
ed with Baba. She composed this herself and 
it is called “The Poon.” 

“Ed Phillips is barely recovering from 
the flu and feels his voice is not up to par, 
but we have begged him to sing Hank’s beau- 
tiful composition called “God IS.” Selma 
Hassen has concocted this skit without a 
name—we just call it Selma’s skit. For Mur- 
shida’s birthday, Hank, who is another Pice- 
an poor fish, composed a “Reincarnationist’s 
Lament to Baba,” which he will now sing. 
The group presents “You and Me.” 


“Just before we left San Francisco, Gary 
Gusick and John Allen were wondering what 
would happen if they were caught in a pre- 
dicament. Actually Don is a great favorite 
with his students. The night he left us to go 
live in London, Carol-Leigh sang him our 
farewell. 

“Our finale will be the “Man-O-Nash 
Calypso” by Zuhair, Carol-Leigh and Hank, 
and then we will end witha Hymn to Baba. 

“Mehera has requested our Arti again, 
so now we shall repeat it.” 

Drawing from the vast array of talent 
within the Sufi group, their gift of love 
was presented to Baba through original 
skits and songs. The major portion of 
entertainment was geared toward a jovial, 
lighthearted vein, but triggered impressions 
of new understanding for all. 

These stories in melody and play made 
each see the humor of his own existence 
as he treds along, usually quite oblivious 
to the duality of Maya. His group of 
lovers were joining the Creator in Divine 
laughter at the game of illusion! Although 
this laughter and gaity set the general 
mood of the morning, a keen sense of 
being “in the presence of the Master” 
was in no way lessened. 

Hearts poured out in reverence to the 
hymn, Meher My Love, and at Mehera’s 
request, the Sufi program again ended 


with the Western Arti in a gift of joyful 
song. 

Midway through this dedication to the 
“fathomless being,” the huge chandeliers 
began to flicker, seemingly being tampered 
with by some playful discarnate spirit; 
indeed the Master spirit of them. all! 
It was as though the Beloved were assuring 
His lovers that he heard and was pleased 
with their offering of love and adoration. 
Tears swelled and throats choked, turning 
the lovely melody into a throbbing chant. 
Truly His seekers were “having sight of 
the Master!” As Hank Mindlin said, “We 
understand every time Baba has a darshan 
it always rains. So I guess this is Baba’s 
present to us!” 

With the last chorus echoing about the 
room, lights again flickered and danced 
to the tempo of the music. With the 
closing plea of “Accept, Oh Meher, my 
song,” ringing out, the lights flashed 
brightly and remained on to fill the room 
with a brilliant warmth. All outer senses 
dulled. Each heart was touched by the 
awareness of Baba’s overpowering presence 
in the hall and within each being. Then came 
the cry in unison, sounding like a shouting 
sobofasinglesoul. .. . 


1 
AVATAR MEHER BABA KI 

After a long moment of silence, Baba’s 
love was further glorified with Francis’ 
reciting his ghazals, verse after verse 
filling each heart with knowledge of that 
love felt through each word. They were 
from his new book, “The Word at World’s 
End.” He read the first section, “Dream 
of Wet Pavement.” 

The rains had stopped. In departing 
the beautiful mansion, which had been the 
temporary abode for the God-Man on so 
many occasions, the throng strolled out 
into the Indian sun, ever more inspired 
by the oneness of that Being and their 
own. 

An anticipation of the day ahead. . . 
voices spoke of movies taken at Baba’s 
tomb to be viewed late afternoon; of 
shopping expeditions in Poona to acquire 
Indian relics to be cherished and shared 
with those at home; of plans to meet 
friends at various hotels for lunch or 
dinner; of the men’s return to Guruprasad 
in the evening to meet in brotherhood 
with the men mandali; of another day of 


JALN!! 


. Neem tree to give Darshan; 
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simply basking in the beauty of being 
Baba and His closest disciples i 
land that had grown so dear to 
just a few short days. 

The late night found many exhaus#® 
bodies lying in the silence of their @ 
thoughts, more acutely aware of the 
meaning of “being tied to the Mast) 
As had inevitably occurred to those ¥ 
had been in the physical presence of BY}! 
in the past, none were escaping the f : 
tion of ego clashes; the sometimes agoy 
ing process of grinding away of supel rf 
self. All felt more keenly the emptii} 
of realizing the nothingness of illus) 
But simultaneously all were propellec 
greater heights of joy while experi 
the incredibitiliy of the Divine Gif 
dangling on the end of a string attac 
to Avatar Meher pane All Hail!!! 


° 2. 
Sunday April 13: The trip to Meherai 
by Virginia Patino: . 

This was the day of Darshan days 
had long forgotten the bustling worlds fe. 
had left behind not too long ago, or he 
it years ago? All that mattered was 
we were in India, enjoying and rece? 
Baba’s Darshan. This was reality. All 
was illusion. 

Now we were boarding the buse® 
6:00 in the morning. We were to — 
Baba’s tomb in Meherabad and go o 
Meherazad. It had rained the day be 
the first rain of the long, hot, dry see 
of India. Everything was fresh and » 
in the early morning. Already, the § 
was astir, with bullock carts ambling” 
carrying mysterious loads; and yet 
were those wrapped in sleep on 
strewn along the sidewalks, in yards, wr 
trees. We gaily shouted: “Jai 
to the Mandali as they stood outside 
gates of Guruprasad. We passed the Be 
Garden where Baba used to sit unde@, 
then il, 
the Poona river, dark green with | 
morning mist still hanging over it. ! 

We sped on until we were out of | 
city and along a country road, lined »! 
tall shade trees. Honking our horwall, 
rickety trucks and bicycles that govilll, 
our way, we passed through an ef}, 
changing panorama. There were 1g} 
stretches of barren, parched land, wl) 
even the river beds were cakes of 


Then, suddenly, we came across 
iving river with fertile green fields, 
s and orchards of mangos, papayas 
h vegetation. This was Baba country! 
very same places that Baba had 
ed so many times in His years 
nistry to suffering humanity. I had 
of these very places in The God-Man, 
1ere we were traveling and looking 
em. It was incredible, and, yet, 
‘ingly familiar, as though I had been 
before. This is how it must have 
-d at the time of Christ, Buddha and 
na. There were the villages, some- 
» built on the foundations of ancient 
cities. There were the women 
gathering at the well, as in ancient 
3, to fetch water and laugh and ex- 
ge news and gossip. It was lovely 
ree these Indian women, in bright 
ing saris, walking gracefully, stacks 
iny brass waterpots balanced on their 
. And then the children were every- 
e, laughing, crying, playing. The 
, in turbans of vivid pinks, reds, burnt 
ge, walked along the road or sat on 
ock carts pulled by oxen and water 
caloes garlanded with bright beads and 
1 horns gaily painted and sometimes 
Med in brass. This was India, land of 
phets and the God-Men from time 
emorial, closest to the Om Point of 
Vs creation. 


feeling of timelessness crept over 
as we traveled on and on, winding 
way through rocky and barren hill 
try. At last, we crossed railroad 
ks. In a few minutes, we were told 
we were nearing Meherabad, and as 
fooked to my right, I saw a dome- 
sped white building and some _ other 
uctures in the distance. We turned 
the right and started up the hill, past 
> village of Arangaon. Children ran 
4t to shout their welcome of: “Jai 
Iba!” At the hill, we were greeted 
} the sound of drums and cymbals and 
en dancing in wild abandon and joy. 
‘e excitedly got off the bus and watched 
tem dance, it was a thrilling sight. 
e left of the tomb, men and women sat 
1 carpets under brightly colored canopies. 
's soon as the dancing stopped and the 
nouncement was made that we should 
nd in line to enter the tomb, the singing 
f Bhajans (songs of praise) began. We 
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bought garlands of flowers and listened 
to the music and to Adi Irani’s discourses. 
We were in the tomb for only a few 
minutes, but it was enough to lay flowers 
and bow down at Baba’s feet. I was filled 
with a great wave of love and peace. 

As I went outside, I heard Adi say that 
he felt Baba had completed His work and 
had broken His silence; however, Adi 
said that he could be 100% wrong or 100% 
right. It was just his personal opinion. 
He said that just as it took time for the 
arrow to reach its mark after it was 
released, so it would take time for the 
effect of Baba’s Word to manifest. Just 
how much time, only Baba knew. 

By then, all that mattered to me was 
that Baba was the Christ, and that He 
loved me, in spite of all my faults and 
shortcomings, and that He could help me 
change my life. 


After visiting the building that held 
Baba’s coat and other things, we sat down 
in the shade and ate our lunch. By now, 
the sun was beating down mercilessly on 
the dry landscape and any bit of shade 
was sought and welcomed. After lunch, 
I walked toward the tomb area once more. 
The dancing had started again and a few 
of my friends had joined the dancers. I 
was about to dance also when I decided 
to return to the tomb. A few people were 
seated inside. I sat at Baba’s feet for a few 
moments. Again this wave of love swept 
over me. I could not think, only feel. I picked 
up a little dirt from under the blanket of 
flowers and ran it through my fingers. Even 
the dirt was alive and I got this sensation of 
touching Baba’s feet. I must have sat there 
for ten minutes or longer, completely ab- 
sorbed in this feeling, when I heard shouts 
of “Time to go! Board the buses!” I picked 
up a handful of flower petals and kept a little 
dirt, then I reluctantly tore myself away. 

Down the hill, at Lower Meherabad, 
Padri, the mandali in charge, took us 
around to see the different buildings and 
to visit Mohammed, the Mast. We heard 
that when they wanted to bring Mohammed 
to Baba a few days before Baba dropped 
the body, he had refused to go, saving 
Baba was coming to him. Mohammed 
told us: “Baba is not dead. Baba is every- 
where. He gives you His blessing through 
me.” On the way to Meherazad, we passed 


through Ahmednagar. It was quite a large 
town with a military camp in it. As we got 
out of the town, I noticed a crowd of people 
gathered under the shade of a tree. I saw a 
man prostrate himself at the feet of someone 
who must have been a holy man. I thought, 
what a beautiful sight to see on an Indian 
road. Imagine seeing such a thing on a busy 
U.S. highway! I was so immersed in the Ind- 
ian world, I was shocked to think of a busy 
U.S. highway, but the thought soon faded 
away. . .I was back in India. 


On reaching Meherazad, we were greeted 
by the resident mandali. We were hot and 
thirsty and we hurried to the water pump 
to wash our faces and drink deeply of the 
most refreshing water in the world — Baba’s 
water. After resting a bit, we were shown 
the different buildings, including the blue 
bus, the man-o-nash cabin, the mandali 
hall where Baba gave darshan to visitors, and 
His bedroom. We were allowed to touch all 
of Baba’s personal things, including His bed, 
slippers, clothing, etc. Everything was alive 
with Baba’s warm presence. The very rocks 
sang His praise. I felt this so strongly that 
I picked a handful of pebbles to take home. 

We were in hushed silence, absorbing 
Baba’s love. Tears rolled unchecked on 
many a cheek. I remembered Moses on 
Mount Sinai when he heard the voice of 
God: “Take off your sandals, for the 
ground you stand on is holy ground.” 
Meherazad was holy ground! 

In Ahmednagar, we were entertained in 
the Baba Center with talks by Sarosh and 
others. Then there were bhajans and dances 
before Baba’s picture. Afterwards we visited 
Adi’s offices, which are also the informa- 
tion center for Baba. It was getting late and 
it was time to return to Poona. It had been 
a long and memorable day, never to be for- 
gotten. I was very tired and hot, ready to sit 
and reminisce on the incredible experiences 
of the day. 


The landscape was no longer harsh with 
sunlight, but soft with the gathering shades 
of dusk. A brilliant sunset lighted the 
sky in the West as men and women walked 
home from the fields. Slowly the color 
faded and we were wrapped in a warm 
velvet darkness, relieved only by the light 
of the stars and a small fire or kerosene 
lamp in some lonely hut. 

Baba said He would give His Darshan on 


His own terms, and He did. May wen 
forget Your gift of love and may we a 
remember Your words, “I am the An 
One, the One residing i in every Heart.” 
April 14: The fourth day of darshan, 
by David Wietersen: d 
Our last day of Darshan. . . yet onlyt}) 
beginning. Darshan was beautiful as usu_ 
The women mandalisang the arti Baba c 
posed for them. It is so beautiful, bey 
words. The Sufis and the Los Angeles 
sang their artis. Then the mandali said 
pleased we had made them. We were all)’ 
Baba’s love together. 
In the evening we had another treat as 
were all invited to the Avatar Meher B 
Poona Center for a wonderful love feast. 7 
entertainment was excellent as usual. 
then when has Baba been less than perfec 
what He does? 


Comments by Allan Saviskas: f 
On the last day of darshan, the L 
group gave their performance and Frar 
Brabazon finished his reading to us. F 
Siem sang two songs. One was compos§.,... 
by him and one by Mike Thorne; 7 


cated to Rabe. who, in His infinite me 
comes down to help us in our flight 
illusion. After Paul's singing, the rest o 
Los Angeles group started to chant * “Met 
Love” to the tune of Frére Jaques. 
whole audience joined in. It was as if 
love was singing and dancing. 

Michael Goldman finished the Los “ 
eles group’s performance by asking all 
join hands and receive Baba’s Darshan 
silence. Michael offered this prayer foe 
all. 


“Might I give 

What I have taken, 

Might I make 

What Thou hath made, 
Might I run into the light! 
Fill full the soul 

With Your might! . 
Touch those things I cannot see. ¥\ 
Fall flat on the ground il 
And know Your harmony.” 


In silence we all held hands. Mehera joimil 
hands with those in the back of the hy. 
Michael held Eruch’s hand and Eruch plaet 


ad on Baba’s chair. 


-ncis read his ghazals or songs of devo- 
to the Divine Beloved. Baba taught 
‘is this song form. It’s a form of ex- 
ing all the shades of the lover and is 
ell known in the West. . . where sur- 
erance to the Master’s perfect will is 
ven thought about, let alone attempted. 
10:00 it was time for Baba’s darshan 
fond last embraces. We all took a long 
with our Beloved at His chair in the 
vhall. In His bedroom we took darshan 
‘is chair. Never while Baba was in the 
ly was anyone allowed to move or touch 
chair. 

‘ani said that it is unimaginable what 
ersal work Baba must have done while 
og in that chair. 

7e walked and talked with the mandali. 
shared our hearts with each other. 
felt no separateness. . .no old lover 
ew lover, man or woman, no duality 
-we just loved Baba and He through 
tything loved us. We were all so 
ed deeply and everlastingly. 


3uses, oh, no one wanted to see those 
"Bes arrive. They had taken us to and 
‘bm Guruprasad each day and now for 
“@. last time they had to come to take 
““Paway. As we pulled off, we shouted 
ee times: “AVATAR MEHER BABA, 
AT!” 


. an 


_?hn Krchniak writes of this day: 
) April 14th was our last day for Baba’s 
ushan. Guruprasad seemed a little sadder 
our leaving, and although the love was 
3 strong, it was “parting.” I don’t recall 
hat transpired the first hour, but I do know 
vat we were again taking darshan at Baba’s 
BE . I again was filled with great joy 
nd as I walked up to the chair, when my 
‘um came, I embraced and kissed Baba’s 
icture, His hands, His feet. 
It was then a round of farewells. I 
ain went into Baba’s bedroom, knowing 
t was my last time. I knelt and _ said 
little prayer. As I left, Eruch, who was 
urrounded by a group of young folk on 
he veranda, raised himself on his toes 
nd over their heads told me: “Don't 
E go of Baba. DON’T LET GO OF 
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BABAI!!!” A. slight fear went through 
me at this admonition happening this way, 
and I quietly said, “No, I won't.” My 
heart was pounding and my mind said, 
if I let go of Baba, there will be nothing, 
there will be no reason for anything. How 
can I let go of Him? God is all there is. 

Going back, the bus was strangely silent. 
So different from the previous rides. The 
cheers were still chanted, but with a 
sadness because we knew we would possibly 
never again see Guruprasad in this life- 
time. A few know they are coming back, 
but most of us know we've had it for this 
lifetime. And I kept seeing Eruch’s eyes 
as he said “Don’t let go of Baba. Don't 
let go of Baba!” They were filled with love 
and concern. We had never been able to get 
together even for a small chat, the crowds 
pressing around him always were so large. 
One knows that had Baba allowed us to tou- 
ch Him, our Love could become thoughtless 
of the fragility and pain of His flesh body 
crucifixion. Our love for Him needed expres- 
sion, and we might have literally “squeezed 
Him to death.” 


BAS 

In the evening we went to the Avatar 
Meher Baba Poona Center. Each Monday 
night many of Baba’s lovers come there 
to forget about the week of work ahead 
and just sing to Baba. Anyone having 
attended a Baba meeting any place knows 
how good it feels to be with your close 
family. Ramakrishnan gave us the back- 
ground history of Poona Center. He 
told us the story of Beloved Baba’s visit 
to the opening dedication ceremony. Dr. 
C.D. Deshmukh then gave us a short talk. 

Madhusudan and his wife sang bhajans. 
Baba had praised them many times and 
given them His blessings. In fact, Baba 
once called for them to come to Meherazad 
and sing. From 8:00 A.M. til’ 5:00 P.M 
they sang with only a five minute break 
in between. That day Madhusudan told 
Baba that even having gone through all 
his songs twice he would still sing, even 
though he felt as if he would collapse. 
Baba then told him he could stop... Madhu- 
sudan thought perhaps Baba just wanted to 
see how much they loved Him. 


We went back to the hotels, tired, yet 
filled with Baba’s love. We left early 


the next day for home. 
oo 8 89 @ @ 
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DARSHAN II: An Appointment With God 
by Kenneth Lux 


An individual from the west coast group who had been to darshan the week bef: 
us was said to describe the darshan as “a week of heaven.” Unfortunately, I heard! 
this remark right before I left, thus wiping out what I had hoped would be a clean sh 
of no expectations. To amplify the problem of objectivity, let me just note that somee 
who was in the group with me felt that the darshan had been “a week of hell.” A we 
of heaven; a week of hell, but what an incredible time! 

On the plane going over there we found ourselves lavishly wined and dined, alny 
to the point of parody of the physical world, and those who had been on a staple of bro 
rice were in for quite an intestinal shock. But finally there was India, and a group) 
Bombay Baba Lovers were waiting to greet us at the airport with a vigorous, glad shi 
of “Jai Baba!” 

Something deep began to occur inside of me, and I tried to recognize what it was. 
was the feeling of coming home, and right there and then on the walk from the plane: 
the reception terminal, the darshan had begun. Only later did I realize this is w 
happened. ] 

On the ride from the airport to a Bombay hotel I became rather ecstatic even thow| 
we were passing through areas of classic Indian poverty. The irony of the opposites wi 
pressed home again as we were once more amply fed at the hotel, to the point where #) 
kind of food was becoming repulsive. Outside they were begging for pennies, “Une, 
uncle, lam hungry,” and here we were, spiritual aspirants, being fed from all sides. 

Somehow this could not dint my mood of exhilaration, and I began having a stres: 
of insights into the meaning of India. At the time I believed that these insights we 
plainly evident in the scenes before me, but towards the end of the darshan wee) 
could no longer see India like this and I could only recall these feelings as memor} 
of this first day. It was as if some scales had been removed from my eyes at that tir: 
and I could see into the core of Indian life, perhaps all life. What I saw was bliss. 

Following this short stay in Bombay for lunch, we took a train for a w onda 
kaleidoscopic ride through the fields and the hill country of the Deccan plateau to arr* |, 
in Poona that evening. A smaller group, which included Ruth White, Baba’s 99 year a! Q 
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'r, took the plane to Poona. What I am 
g “the darshan” continued right 
ugh the ride. In the more populous rail- 
stations that we passed through on the 
- the teeming crowds were remarkably 
and quiet with little of the rush that 
ommon-place in the U.S. Even in the 
afternoon, when they are most crowded, 
stations were peaceful and seemed like 
ast human still-life. Everyone seemed 
‘e suspended in contented waiting. 
the Indian people are incredibly close 
jature, especially when viewed through 
stern eyes. They are so organic, a 
)ple conscious of the earth and sun 
> live on the brink of pure naked being. 
the sun set and the train moved out 
ough the countryside, I could see family 
ups gathered together on the ground in 
Get circles. 
“wice I saw a solitary figure, sitting on a 
or outside a shack, legs crossed who 
med to be meditating or just contem- 
ting the sun going down. This actually 
ned me, for it seems to me that I had 
here else seen a common man (so to 
ak) engaged in an act of meditation as a 
ral part of the day. I wondered how 
ny high-rise buildings this was worth, or 
‘Ww many factories? Or was it priceless? 
ould see these people coming face to face 
th their existence, no false covering in 
_ jbtween, and it is this that must be measured 
)along-side of what we call “poverty.” 
)) When I look back now upon these feelings 
ay ask myself if they were part of some 
mantic fantasy, but I basically know that 
‘had contacted something very real. India 
‘clearly God’s country, the true holy land. 
_ is the heart-beat of the world with Baba 
lo 5 the driving force of that heart. Without 
F vais sustenance, humanity would dry up and 
| low like dust. The purpose of everything 
ise, all existence, all things, is located in 
is land with its seekers, saints, and the 
‘yatar at the center. 


YY Mani and some of the other mandali. 
ani’s eyes are twin disks of light and her 
mbrace is all warmth. One of the members 
f the darshan group who very recently 
me to Baba, said that for him the embrace 


» and embraced on the steps of the hall 
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from Mani was the high point of the dar- 
shan. He did not even know who Mani was, 
and yet when they embraced he became 
flooded with Baba’s love. 

At Eruch’s direction we sat ourselves 
inside the hall. Eruch was clearly older 
than he appeared in even the latest films 
from India, his hair now graying, and in 
this I could sense the ordeal of the past 
few months. At the head of the hall was 
Baba’s chair, and placed in it was the 
photograph of Baba that is in the Univer- 
sal Message brochure with a _ garland 
draped around the picture frame in a 
heart shape. Upon seeing the chair I felt a 
definite tinge of disappointment at not see- 
ing Baba in the body, and for that moment 
he seemed painfully absent. 


The clock in the hall chimed nine o’clock 
and Eruch announced, “We have kept an 
appointment with God,” and that began to 
bring Baba back. He called for someone 
to recite the Master’s Prayer, and Darwin 
Shaw volunteered. Darwin was evidently 
very moved by the moment and had to wait 
silently at the microphone for a brief inter- 
val before his emotions cleared enough to 
allow him to begin. 

Following the prayer Mani and Mehera 
stood up before the group, and Mani spoke 
for Mehera, saying how happy Mehera was 
to see us. Mehera seemed very serene, sub- 
dued, and shy, but yet striking. I later came 
to realize how immense her grief has been 
at Baba’s physical departure. The rest of the 
women mandali then joined Mehera and 
Mani and sang an arti that was written many 
years ago by Baba himself. It was very beau- 
tiful and a few days later the women sang 
it again at the group’s request. 

Francis Brabazon then spoke about our 
“Mighty Beloved.” This Beloved likes 
variety and had asked Francis to compose 
30 Ghazals. A ghazal is a love poem to 
God in the manner of the Sufi poets. 
Sometimes they are sung and then they 
are called Qawalli. Ghazals have never 
really been written in English before, and 
this task is what Baba set before Francis. 
On one of the following darshan days 
Francis read us some of these very strik- 
ing ghazals. 


After Francis, Adi K. Irani, said a few 
words. When I met Adi informally he seem- 
ed very gentle and I felt like a steamroller 


alongside of him. And yet in his talking be- 
fore the group he seemed as forceful and as 
powerful as a lion. His talks had a fire to 
them that usually brought forth a jubilant 
chorous of “Jai Baba!” This striking combi- 
nation of the lamb and the lion which I saw 
most clearly in Adi, seems characteristic 
of all of the mandaili. 

In his talk before the group he made 
the rather startling comment that we, the 
Western Baba lovers, knew Baba as well 
as he did. To me this indicated two things. 
One is the humility of Adi, who has lived 
so closely to Baba all these years and 
yet feels that his knowledge of Him is 
no greater than a lover who has never 
even seen Baba’s physical form. Secondly, 
and this supports the accuracy of Adi’s 
humility, is that Baba’s essential nature 
cannot be grasped by any mortal human, 
no matter how much intimate contact they 
have had with him. 

One would expect that the Mandali, 
through their day-to-day association with 
Baba, would have some special knowledge 
about his work, or have some priviledged 
information that the rest of us wouldn't 
have, but this does not seem to be the 
case. On the question of Baba breaking 
his silence, the Mandali seem to have a 
variety of personal theories, not necessarily 
in agreement with one another, just like 
the Westerners. In a get-together later 
on in the week someone asked Eruch how 
soon he thought it would be before Baba 
broke his silence (which assumes that Baba 
has not), and in answer Eruch quite sin- 
cerely asked the questioner what he 
thought about it. Then Eruch went on 
to say that for himself he misses Baba’s 
silence; he misses Baba’s silent presence 
at Guruprasad Hall. It was a very poignant 
reply. 


Following these talks, the taking of 
darshan at Baba’s chair was begun by 
Mehera. She came up to the chair and 
bowed down at the base of it, as if she 
was bowing at Baba’s feet, and then placed 
her forehead to Baba’s sandals. When 
she finished and moved away from the 
chair there was a long interval until one 
of the Westerners finally followed her 
example. While following Mehera’s lead, 
each person nevertheless. took darshan 
in his own individual way. Some got down 


Truly, 
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on their knees, others lay out full in 
of the chair, some rested their head on ji 
seat, and so forth. he 

This was certainly unusual for many)] 
us, although it is quite a common praet} 
in the East. As I sat there waiting 
turn I wondered if this was not a bit 
ritualistic for us, and perhaps even fyi 
of character with Baba’s own naturalni 
But I was struck by the free flow 
tears of several of us who had gon 
with some breaking into sobs r 
the chair. 

As my turn drew closer my heart star 
beating so hard that it seemed to b 
hand knocking at a door to gain entrai 
I did not understand why I should 
frightened about this. But was it f 
I walked up to the chair and kneeled do 
and I was overwhelmed. There y 
several strong physical sensations, one 
which was the knocking, which was ¢ 
planted by a kind of fire that rose 
within my chest and seemed to spre 
my mind, my consciousness. Baba wai 
the chair! No visions, I did not see him, Exh 
knew that he was there. oF 


I found it to be an incredible experie’ 
and for me it was the essential fur 
ment of the whole darshan trip to Ir 
It made me know clearly, at last, iH 
had gone. It was the apex of the feel) 
that had built up in me from the mo 
of landing in India. Here at the bas 
a seemingly empty chair, Baba showed 
Who He was. I would almost call it su 
natural, but in a deep sense it was the 1 
natural thing that ever happened to mp! 
Sufi type of phrase created itself in my my 
“When the oil of mind is touched by the 
of love there is consuming heat and light. | 

At some point the physical became wit}, 
purely mental, or spiritual, and I ke! 
felt the relationship of the lover tor I@,, 
beloved. Someone else said that he } 
like a son at the foot of a loving fail 
“The lover assumes many form 
order to catch the eye of the beloved.” 

It was an experience in which alll % 
seemed to be stripped away by a A 
of pure love from Baba’s furnace, a 
this intense blaze the heart blosscwid 
like a flower. This is the heart res 
that many have found with Baba. (Re 
he shows it to us, it is much easie(t0), 


‘this darshan without His physical body 

t we could realize that the darshan is 
| to us by ourselves. For me Baba’s 
ince in the chair was uncanny, but it was 
other than my true Self. Baba in the 
@ is an externalization of what is within 
of us. He is pure love, the ultimate 


Gr me this first darshan was the high 
For some others, the high point 
irred at other times, perhaps at the 
@®larshan on the 28th, perhaps at Baba’s 


it all. We are one, but our personal his- 
s and impressions carve out their own 
sue paths to His door. At one point I saw 


vallsouls to him. 

‘e gathered the next morning at Guru- 
gad and begun the program with three 
a nts of “Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jai.” 


iter residents under Jane Haynes’ di- 
ion presented two of Francis Brabazon’s 
rt plays, “The Stranger,” and “The 
n.” They were very stirring and amid 
applause at their conclusion cries of 
hor, author” arose from the audience. It 
‘ured to me that this could refer to Baba 
well as to Francis Brabazon. Francis 
have thought that too, because he had 
e physically pulled to his feet before he 
uld shyly acknowledge the applause, and 
mn then he playfully hid behind one of the 
st members as they stood up in front of 


Francis read to us next, a section from his 
work, “The Word at World’s End.” 
‘legy for the Young Poets.” This new 
wMiting of Francis seems even more vigorous 
he¢d beautiful than his previous work. Francis 
ithe perfect interpreter of Baba for the 
i) €st, with his unique combination of spirit- 
‘Wl love and earthliness, irony and social 
mscience. His reading is beautiful, in pre- 
ely articulated Australian with a contin- 
s) us tone of love for the Beloved and humor 
or the lover. He is Hafiz and E.E. Cum- 
tings in one. 

After Francis read, Adi spoke about 
aba’s departure from his physical body. 
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He said that there is no difference between 
Baba being in the body and now; Baba as 
The Divine is not here, but Baba as Divinity 
is here. 

At another time during the week Eruch 
spoke about his feelings in regard to Baba 
not being in the body. He feels now like 
he did when Baba would send him away on 
some journey, say to Bombay, while Baba 
would stay behind. So even though it is 
Baba who has physically departed, Eruch 
feels it is he himself who has gone away 
rather than Baba. 

Later that day the group piled into their 
buses and went to several Baba places in 
Poona. The first was Sasson Hospital where 
Baba was born. The hospital was quite bar- 
ren and stark compared to western hosp- 
itals, but while some members of the group 
were passing through it, one of Baba’s nep- 
hews who was outside with the rest of the 
group taught them the song Baba Bhagavan 
and they began singing it, its simple lilting 
melody carrying up into the hospital hall. 


Following the hospital visit we went to Ba- 
bajan’s_ shrine where we each paid homage. 
The shrine itself is a small enciosure that 
contains Babajan’s crypt, which is raised 
and draped in green velvet, and extends to 
cover the base of the tree where Merwan 
Sheheriarji Irani was given Divine Realiza- 
tion. This whole scene struck me as heavily 
exotic and disconcerting. There was the 
thick scent of incense buming outside the 
shrine, a large number of onlookers, many 
children pressing around us and shouting 
out, the guide trying to get us through, and 
rapidly telling us of “the four main ways to 
pay homage,” and to choose the one that 
suited us. And yet I could feel the spiritual 
and historical significance of the spot shine 
through all. 

On Saturday, the 26th, at Guruprasad 
Hall, Eruch introducted Pukar, a rather 
husky lover from Uttar Pradesh who can 
be seen in one of the films from India 
as Baba’s “horse,” riding around on all 
fours with Baba sitting on top of him. 

Pukar had been a leader in one of the 
Northern provinces during the Indian move- 
ment against the British. His powerful 
and stirring voice (his name means call) 
had brought many of his countrymen to 
join forces against the British. In later 
years when Baba’s name started spreading 


in the district, Pukar as a militant revo- 
lutionary opposed to Him and His lovers, 
and openly challenged Baba's claim to 
divinity, Then one day, after he had hurled 
a challenge at Baba's name, he saw Baba 
appear before him in answer to the 
challenge, and that experience totally trang- 
formed him from Baba's opponent into 
Baba champion. Now when he tries to 
talk about Baba his voice soon chokes with 
emotion, and he has to stop speaking and 
walt for the overflow of feeling to subside 
before he can continue, and then he ean 
only go on for a lithe while before it 
happens again! 

Sunday morning at six aim, we boarded 
our buses and headed out for Ahmednagar, 
to lake darshan at Baba's tomb and to see 
Meherabad and Meherazad, We left early 
to take advantage of the cooler mornings 
vince Ahmednagar is essentially a desert 
region. When we got there [ realized that 
it could only be through Divine love that 
aba could draw the Western women 
mandall ike Kano, Kitty and Elizabeth out 
to live in this otherwise desolate place, 
With the small anelent village, the goats, 
the women carrying vats of water on their 
heads, Meherabad exists unehunged from 
2.000 years ago, or even earlier, and 
presents an image of what Jerusalem could 
have looked like in Christ's time, 

Haba'y Tomb is a white dome placed on 
the top of a sandy hill, and against the clear 
blue sky it looks like the peak of a snow. 
covered mountain top, One person in the 
wroup said that she had always felt a strong 
Inclination to climb to the top of a snows 
covered mountain and stand there against 
the aky, and here at upper Meherabad she 
felt the realization of that desire; this was 
the mountain she had been seeking, 


We filed into the tomb a few ata time, 
Some of us were weeping, - felt solemn, 
and in taking. darshan | was aware of a 
deep sense of Baba’s being, but Twas not 
as conselously affected as at the first dar: 
shan, Alter everyone had taken darshan and 
were gathered around outside the tomb 
under a sun canopy, Henry Kashouty got 
out his trombone and began playing Baba's 
favorite, Hegin the Beguine, As the local 
villagers gathered around and silently looked 
on, the rest of us sang or hummed along, Ut 
was strange but very moving, Begin the 
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Beyuine, which Baba said had s 
meaning, is a romantic song, but playe 
the trombone it had a mournful tone tha 
the setting the quality of an early Nev 
leans jazz funeral. Here was the tai 
trombonist leading us along the streets}, 
“old town” and playing the sad yet joy] 
melody that was in everyone’s heart. | 
After the visit to the tomb we went to sq) 
other places in the Ahmednagar area 
Baba had lived and worked; lower M 
abad where the mast, Mohammed, stays, | 
the Meherazad settlement where Baba ‘| 
residing when he left his body (not in a 
as a syndicated obituary said). Lines for 
for darshan in Baba’s bedroom and sq 
people sat on the floor inside to medi 
(One of the meditators was the fellow 


puppy dog came up to him and pisse 
him!) 

After we were entertained at the Ahm 
nagar Baba Center by songs and dances 
long bus ride back to Poona marked the 
of a day that was as significant as it 
exhausting, I felt physically, mentally, 
spiritually drained by the time we lande 
our hotel doorstep. 

The next day, the 28th, was the 
darshan gathering at Guruprasad, and 
evening we were invited by the 
Baba lovers in town for their re} 
Monday night meeting, Tuesday we 
open day before leaving for Bombay, w 
turned out to be a gift invitation by 
Mandali for final goodbyes at Gurupre 


Most of us tried to go to darshan 
out expectations, and indeed it would 
been diffieult to know what to expect 
being there seemed to bring out the ey 
tations that we held unconsciously av 
found ourselves either surprised or 
pointed at what occurred, 

I found that | went through some siti 
emotional changes over the course of! 
week, After the blissful and eestatic en 
ience of the first two days the rest of 
time became a mixed and often hellis» 
istence, Perhaps | expected that the po» 
feelings of the beginning of the day 
would continue, and this expectation le Mth, 
unwilling to accept any other kinds of eng i 7 


jence, In any event I went through some» iit") 


two days after the coming home 
ba's feet and feeling bathed in his 
jc ve, I found myself incredibly plunged 
th N 2 nightmare of doubts and anvieties 
‘le MD Some extent could be even called 
le wm crisis. As I look back upon this after 
dy a be to the US. and getting some per- 

e on the events, I can see what an 
amg vortex of positive and negative 
Res we had passed through. I was inter- 
in someone's comment that the darshan 
| work on the ego. For me, how true! 


had 
ut pl 
toned 


> darshan is composed of intense ener- 
and any negatively perceived event can 
e scales and throw all of these energies 
direction of pain and anxiety. Such an 
could bea reaction to one of the mem- 
® of the darshan group—something that 

| of them says or does that seems un- 
ag or rejecting. Perhaps it is even 
disconcerting statement on the part of 
of the Mandali, or the aspects of the 
han week that seem like the start of 

religion, or the continued shouting of 
tar Meher Beba Ki Jai.” or what ap- 
red to be a commercialism building up 
und Baba, or any other happening that 
the mind or brings up buried attitudes 
“xpectations. 


7 


0 there were two sides of the darshan, 
I have noted at the beginning, which 
usually the case with experience in 
lity. I only began to remember this 
er a few days of being caught up in a 
‘Bb of concems, agitated thinking, and 
er conceptual entrapments. It was not 
Mati the last day of darshan that I again 
ysfearly felt Baba’s definite and reassuring 
ach, not with ecstasy this time, but 
2 just enough of a comforting inner 
ace. It was peace again. The plane ride 
all 24 hours of it, wasa joy. 
The question of the breaking of the silence 
one that is of concern to most Westerners. 
re [Mandal themselves are not very inter- 
in the issue. Baba’s loving presence 
all of the manifestation that they need. 
pressed to give an opinion on the 
, some tend to think that Baba has 
ready broken his silence, with the result 
ae release of The Word to become more 
nt in time. 


5 
t 
he 
r 
‘ 
Zi 
a 


myself, living in the midst of the un- 
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certain and violent flailing of the western 
world, it seems that something more sudden 
and dramatic is going to be required for 
mankind to change from its present disaster 
course. Perhaps these different points of 
view will be reconciled as the divine drama 
unfolds forall of us. 

Baba’s brother Behram and his twin 
sons, Rustom and Sohrab. each had a 
remarkably similar dream one night during 
the darshan week. In each case, as I recall 
it, they dreamed that they were near ot 
in Baba’s Tomb, crying and unhappy, and 
Baba came to them and asked why. In 
one twin'’s dream he said to Baba that 
he was unhappy because Baba had told 
Mehera that she would go before Him and 
instead He passed away first. Baba an- 
swered something to the effect that He 
had work to do elsewhere and had to 
leave, and that if he told Mehera this she 
would have been unhappy both before His 
physical departure as well as afterwards. 
This way He had saved her the grief 
beforehand. In the other twin’s dream he 
asked Baba why he did not break his 
silence before he died. Baba answered 
that he did, but that no one has heard 
it yet. The twin then asked about the 
physical destruction that was supposed to 
oceur when he broke his silence. Baba 
said that there would be destruction. | 
am not sure what Behram said to Baba, 
but in his dream Baba assured him that 
everything was all right and Behram felt 
relieved. 


Several Easterners, some from as far 
away as Karachi, West Pakistan, served 
as volunteers to aid us in our stay there 
and were wonderful companions and guides 
throughout the darshan week. [was strongly 
impressed with the flowing together of East 
and West that Baba is bringing about, and 
how unified we all are in Him. Once 
during the week Erauch used the term 
confluence to describe it and [I was 
rather startled by his use of this word, 
I had been involved in a Meher Baba 
program at the Hemisfair in Texas during 
the summer of ‘68 and the theme of the 
fair had been Confluence Casmos. This 
could well be the theme of the darshan, 
in its present and its eternal meaning, 

D. H. Lawrence wrote a well-known short 
story about Christ—The Man Who Died, 
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Lean Heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 


Lean heavy in Your Chair 
Beloved: 

Survey 

And catch a glimpse of the 
Grinning eye 

Your lover sheepishly presents You. 


The turning of Your Palm 

Lifts the spirits of Your caravan of lovers: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 

For the one who has not beheld Your Movement. 


You have told us that 

Ten times twelve 

Is the number of Your Circle: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 
For the line just bending. 


In being with You 

One forgets the Source 

Which directs that Gaze: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 
For the one who cannot forget himself. 


How often they have laid 

Sweet flowers ‘round Your Neck: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 

For the one who has left the flowers grounded. 


With reverence Your close ones 

Plant kisses at Your Feet: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 

For the one who has not seen Your footprints. 


And reverently they burn the dhuni 
And sing of Your Flame: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 
For the one who sighs in darkness. 


Few are the poets 

Who grasp Your Light 

And set a page aglow with praise: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 
For the one whose pen remains unmoved. 


The ones around You 

Beam with the Grace of self-denial: 

But lean heavy in Your Chair, Beloved 
For the one who shields the Rising Sun. 


James Meyer 


Highlights of Darshan IL 


from the tapes of Sheila Krynski, 
transcribed by Bea Muller 


April 25, Eruch:“This is the seat in Guru- 
prasad in which Baba gave darshan to thou- 
sands of his lovers coming from different 
parts of the world. This is the spot where 
his family would come day by day and drink 
deep of his love. . . . We have come back 
to the very same spot where he was seated, 
to bow down to him in our hearts.” 

“Every summer for three months, April 
May and June, Baba would come here to 
Guruprasad and give darshan. Then in se- 
clusion he would sit on the chair (in the bed- 
room) and work.... so strenuously that after 
he completed the work of two, three or four 
hours, he would be drenched in perspiration. 
He would clap and call us. 

We would dry his body, make him wear a 
new set of clothes, and then he would walk 
back to Mandali Hall. We would sit there and 
he would tell us to stand up and recite the 
Master’s Prayer and he would stand up and 
join us. He told us once last year his joming 
us in the Master’s Prayer had great signifi- 
cance, because, after He dropped the body, 
all who recited the Prayer would benefit. 
That is why we attach great significance 
to it. 


“After that, he would be with the men 
Mandali, sometimes in a humorous mood, 
and would make us laugh, and then he would 
ask us to entertain him. It was difficult; 
it’s no joke to make God laugh, because in 
each Advent the God-Man comes on earth 
to suffer. Somehow or other in his infinite 
compassion, he would give us a broad 
smile, he would laugh silently. After that, 
he would ask us if there were any reports 
from across the ocean, or from India, or 
elsewhere; he would be so proudly happy 
about his workers, calling them his sol- 
diers working in his cause. He would point 
to his forehead and gesture, ‘How fortu- 
nate they all are. They don’t know what 
they do ... yet they are doing the work that 
is their share. Then he’d say, ‘Now we 
are finished with the real news, let us have 
some bogus news!’ And we'd read just the 
headlines of the newspapers to him....” 

After relating how an Indian living in 
Hong Kong who met the first group of dar- 


shaners returning home became inspiré} 
to come for darshan himself this secor 
week, Eruch said: “These little thing 
these little drops of Baba-love that enti] 
our hearts—draw other hearts to Baba. 
Each one of you, when you come over he'},,; 
to Baba, shoulders a great responsibilii} 
to take the love of Baba with you in yor hs 
heart and share it with others.” 4 


April 26th, Adi reads the message: 


“Ever The Avatar” 
Faith is tested by the depth of sorrow a 


suffering is eae pili to 
our beloved Meher Baba suffered for us 
Let each one of us suffer, which we do a 
all, each for himself or herself. 

In suffering is found the joy of 
and in joy of suffering is found the 
of existence. 

If, after Meher Baba has dropped 
body, we feel that our lives are mez 
ingless, such a feeling should not 
there, because it would mean that { 
meaning to our lives given to us by Ba 
during His lifetime had no meaning. F 
such is not the case, since we did look up 
our lives as full of meaning during the li 
time of Baba. Therefore our feeling — 
emptiness and hollowness, after Baba dre 
ped His body, should be groundless and 
logical. 

With the body, Baba was the Life 
Meher Baba in Himself and Existence 
the Avatar in all. Without the body, 
is the Existence as Meher Baba in Hi 
self and Life as the Avatar in all. Ava 
Meher Baba is not gone. He ever is a 
will ever be. He has only changed FE 
position from an individual life and 
universal existence to an individual exa 
ence and an universal life. In His p: 
sent status He should be more in © 
thoughts and feelings, separated as * 
are from the vision of His body which | 
dropped. He should therefore be clox }~ 
to us than ever. In His closeness to us |} 
our great opportunity of making Him ae 
His unseen Presence in our lives. 

Baba ‘said, “Believe that I am the 4 |. 
cient One. Do not doubt for a momes |— 
There is no possibility of my being am ~ 


se else. 1 am not this body that you see. 
is only a coat I put on when I visit you. 
am infinite Consciousness.” 

‘Grieve not that the Lamp that burnt in 
multi-bright splendour has gone, be- 
use the Light that lighted the Lamp is 
ver aflame everywhere in its effulgence. 
sek we Meher Baba, as Light in our 
sarts, and He will never fail to cheer and 
‘ighten up the dark recesses of doubt 
d despair. 


Avatar Meher Baba, during His lifetime, 
Jasted all our doubts and laid a seige 
)) the passions and perversities of our 
esires. If the desires are not completely 
‘one, the wind from their sails is removed. 
ven a desire for God-realisation was pro- 
aimed to be vacated to create a thirst for 
esirelessness. To a question once asked, 
Where is God?”, Baba replied, “He is 
eyond hopes.” This hope may be for any- 
ing and everything, including God-re- 
lisation. 

We loved and served Baba during His 
etime. He often awakened us to keep a 
irm hold on His damaan. In fact it was He 
ho had held us to His damaan and I always 
ondered why He time and again warmed us 
o be aware that the damaan should not slip 
‘ff our hands. It was His way to prepare us 
‘or the Great Event of dropping His body. It 
our turn to hold on to His damaan now and 
“orever. It was easier to hold on to His da- 
’ naan when He was in the body, because He 


vent! for us to hold on to His damaan when He is 
ne), aotin body. 

Divine and Divinity are the two aspects 
of Avatar Meher Baba. When one is mani- 


body Meher Baba as the Divine was mani- 

! fest and as Divinity was unmanifest. With- 
a“ out body Meher Baba as the Divine is 
His & anifest and as Divinity is manifest. 
2" So Meher Baba is not gone. He has turned 
8 His Divine Face away from us to give us 
e experience of His Divinity. As a fa- 
er on whose presence we relied every 

e for everything, He has awakened us to 
e consciousness of His Divinity, on which 
‘we have to rely every time for everything. 
_ Divine and Divinity are as close to each 


When water gets colours, the water does not 
cease to exist. So if Baba is gone from our 
seeming existence, He has come more to our 
life which is full of colours. Out of the che- 
quered colours of our sanskaras we hope to 
purify ourselves to become conscious of our 
pure existence, which is nothing but the ex- 
istence of the Avatar as Meher. He is ever 
with us and in us. Seek we Baba as Avatar 
Meher in our hearts and He is ever there to 
guide us, to protect us and to purify us from 
the everchanging life of illusion to enlighten 
us with the ever unchanging Knowledge and 
Bliss of Existence. 
Jai Meher Baba! Ever the Avatar! 


April27th,Mani: (introducing tapes of 
the group from Hamirpur who came for 
Baba’s darshan some time ago): “The 
bells you hear are the bells on their feet 
as they dance before Baba.” Eruch adds: 
“The men and women both danced here be- 
fore Baba because they used to dance for 
Baba when he visited them. It’s not a joke 
for them to dance before an audience for 
the women in that district are always veil- 
ed, but in the presence of Baba they would 
unveil. On the contrary, they would beg 
Baba to unveil Himself to them!” 

Mani continues: “The menfolk them- 
selves suggested their women remove 
their veils; now that God has come they 
must look at Him. ...When Baba first 
went to Hamirpur, there was a_ small 
group he had drawn to him and had given 
his love, and others were opposed. They 
broke down a dam and inundated their 
own village rather than have Baba come 
in. They did it to themselves. But now 
they are inundated with Baba’s love. 
There is no one there who is not for Baba. 
The little children going to school make 
songs for Baba, the women go for water 
to the wells and come back singing songs 
for Baba, they sing of Him as they grind 
the grain. 

“Baba gave darshan twice in Hamirpur 
district. There the people are very, very 
poor. The families put aside 2¢ a day, from 
cutting extra grass, until they have enough 
for the train fare to come to Baba for Dar- 
shan. Not many can come for Darshan, 
but they all love Baba. Their love for Baba 
made us realize why Baba had chosen 
their land to first proclaim His Avatar- 
hood, to tell them ‘I am the Avatar.” Baba 


said Hamirpur was his heart, and Andhra 
his head.... The tape of their song says, 
‘Every time You come, Baba, be sure to 
bring me with you again.’ 

Eruch adds: “Almost all of the East- 
ern lovers never wish to have God-Reali- 
zation or experiences on the Path from 
Baba. They say only, ‘Baba, give us the 
boon: allow us to be with You in human 
form, whenever, in any age, You come 
to earth.” Nor have any of the Mandali, 
as far as I know, asked him for God- 
Realization, or inner experiences on the 
Path. They would ask to be with the 
Avatar whenever he came, to love him 
and serve him. And some ask only for 
the boon of desirelessness.” Mani interjects: 
“Eruch means that; it is very beautiful.” 


Adi: “Baba has always said that true spir- 
ituality is not a matter of inner experiences. 
He says, ‘I have come to give you that ex- 
perience which, once gained, is never lost.’ 

“How can you gain that experience? It’s 
our conviction that God is, and Meher Baba 
is the Personification of God. Everything 
in life changes, our lives, our bodies, our 
thoughts, even inner experiences come and 
go. But this conviction never changes. If 
a true Baba lover were told his head would 
be cut off if he said Baba is God, he would 
not recant. Such a unique and precious 
thing as that faith can bring one to God- 
Realization. It is like turning on a light 
switch, ... in a fraction of a second the 
light goes on. But in order for it to happen 
the lamp has to be there, the switch, the 
electric wires, the power-house; and all 
that takes time. 

“Baba has said when the light is on, we 
see everything. But if, in darkness, in illu- 
sion, we have the conviction that Meher 
Baba is the Personification of God, 
perhaps one day we may wake up from 
sleep in illusion and gain God-Realization 
in this very life. 

“Baba has done inner work and he has 
suffered and suffered much. But what has 
he done? In my opinion, he has created a 
Trust, an Universal Spiritual Trust, in 
which he has made all humanity his bene- 
ficiaries. Baba said his Universal Work 
embraced every human being, everything 
in creation. So from this huge Trust he 
has created, every man, woman and child 
will benefit for all time.” 


“you thinking?’ When he came to me, I ce d 


April 29th, Charles Haynes: “Belov) 
Baba and his dearest Mandali, we bi 
our love and our praise. The four of 
Bill, Louise, Wendy and myself, repres 
a great number of young people at Am 
University, Woffard College and M 
Beach, who want to give their lives ay}; 
their love to our Beloved, and who are he}, 
in spirit today. Beloved Baba, we ask yh 
to accept this, we ask you to rememli§. 
that each one of us loves you very mug 
We take this opportunity to say out le 
what our hearts say silently, because yihini 
always asked us to say what was in @ 
hearts... ah 
“Beloved Baba’s work should be d@ 

from heart to heart, as you have al val 
told us. And each one who loves you & 
is new to you and has given his life to } 
— I thought it would make you laugh 
know — not one of them ever heard a 
talk, nor saw a Baba film, ... as it 
happened. They do not need to, becatf. 
you awakened them in their hearts. Su. 
goes from heart to heart. Louise sent 
a little poem. She makes things all 
time for Baba.... ; 

Baba sings in your heart 

His song of love is there. 

And if you hold Him very close 

His love willlight the way.... 


Paul Mathews: “This is the song w 
all the la-las at the end...._ Except Fray 
suggested last night it should be Jaya, Je 
that means ‘victory.’ And every one shc ; 
sing real loud!” (Winnie Barret and F 
sing their song as every one joins in- 
Jayas and claps). : 
Eruch: “You all will be taking Bail 
love with you. We will be keeping your 
for Baba with us here. It was such a be= 
tiful experience for us all to have this | 
exchange of Baba’s love.” q 
Fred Winterfeldt: “Many years ago.i 
1954, Baba asked each one of us,“ What 
only repeat the old saying, When the ni 

is full, the mouth runs over.’ And so 
when I see you all turning in here in f# 
of Baba, like a beautiful carpet of rc#s 
of Divine Love for Baba. I wish to 
Elizabeth Patterson, the Meher Spirit! | 
Center, and all of those who made it 
sible for the group to be here. All wi tn 
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Preface 


| 1965, I was called to India to meet 
‘Divine Master, Meher Baba. Baba 
in seclusion but I went because I was 
I went obeying that call and I 
~ fully convinced before going that 
er Baba is Christ in every sense of 
word. I went prepared to stake my 
bn that conviction. I did not go to be 
rinced. Let it be understood that I 
led no convincing. It was by His grace 
I needed no convincing even from the 
® moment that I ever heard His name. 
japs it is because of this that I was 
ng the very few Western people who 
2 allowed to meet the Beloved during 
last six years of His earthly life. 
* vent to see Meher Baba believing Meher 
a is Christ, but the impact of my 
“@ting with Him is what gave me my 
ent understanding of what it means to 
Meher Baba is Christ. It means 
That here is a human being who 
fame one hundred percent taken over 
the One Infinite Existence in Its Infinite 
ake Power, Knowledge, and Bliss and 
mugh whose personal Presence God is 
de manifest to men as the Divine 
coved. What is called the Will of God 
ich is the very impulse of Existence 
sits totality and oneness), acts clearly 
il directly and in full consciousness 
fough that human being. 


)mind I was called to India in this 
dern day and age specifically to bear 
#mess to the Presence once again of the 
-risthood amidst mankind. 
3efore I met Meher Baba I claimed 
ft Meher Baba is Christ, but I did not 
kow what that meant; but now the claim 
simply that God exists. We live in an age 
en the claim of God’s existence must be 
stantiated. To have it substantiated there 
te ist be a witness, one who must see with 
sh eyes before he can understand with his 
art. Such a one was I to whom God said, 
‘ome and look into My eyes and sit at My 
2t that you may forget in the intoxication 
id My Presence, the foolish worlds of false 
hantments, that you may find your foot- 
Z upon the sweet soil of Truth, that you 
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DARSHAN II: The Pilgrim’s Progress 1969 
by Lynn Ott 


may come to Know Who I am and be a true 
witness to My Oceanic Love. 


So it came to pass that I met Meher 
Baba during a time when it was hardly 
possible for anyone to see Him. His 
Christhood lay in the fact that He was 
by His deepest nature a perfect instrument 
of God, one who utters truth because He 
is Truth, one who reveals love because 
He is Love. Of saints, true saints, there 
are many, but who could care less than 
I, for I have no saint but Baba, who alone 
is one Baba, singular and supreme, the 
one God of Gods, who is called Christ- 
Avatar. 

This is the age chosen by God to re- 
surrect Himself in the sleeping hearts of 
humanity. At first a few, but eventually 
millions,—for who can resist when the tide 
of love comes in? All this was begun 
by the life, the suffering and the sacrifice 
of Meher Baba. Baba’s life was but the 
continuation of the life of Mchammed. 
Mohammed's life was but the continuation 
of the life of Jesus. Baba, you are all 
things; you are the fire of Mohammed and 
the sweetness of Jesus. You looked into 
my eyes with the fire of Mohammed; yet 
you touched my face with cool gentleness 
of Jesus, and you let me sit a while 
with the wonderous Buddha. And so I 
became your witness, a witness to the 
advent of divine majesty brought down into 
perfect humility, perfect selflessness and 
your unfathomable simplicity, which teach- 
es without words that your very presence 
is the contentment of Eternity. 

How do we know the Christ when He 
comes? I will tell you: the saints can 
give us what we want; God alone can take 
away desires and sow the seeds of Divine 
Love in their place. The Christ when He 
comes at the close of each cycle of human 
history works and extends Himself far 
beyond the narrow limitations of His own 
time and space. Thus His manifestation 
is an unfolding in gradual stages of the 
mind of Christ in the minds of men, 
resulting finally in His full glorification. 

Meher Baba’s last Darshan in silence 
marked, in my opinion, the beginning of 


this unfolding. As time passes I believe 
that this Darshan in which the Master is 
not physically present, will be seen as the 
foundation of Baba’s ultimate manifesta- 
tion. This recent Darshan has become for 
me an affirmation of my original Darshan. 

This Darshan from which we have re- 
turned was truly the wedding feast pre- 
pared for us in the tenderness of His 
love. And when we came we all asked 
ourselves, where has the lovely bridegroom 
gone? And our hearts sang back, “He 
has gone everywhere in order to truly be 
where He really is and always was, to be 
where He continually told us He is.” 
Baba says, “I am everywhere and in 
everything and I am also beyond every- 
where and beyond everything.” Now 
we must strive to see our Beloved Baba 
as He really is, which is to bear witness 
in the temple of our hearts to the True 
Face of Almighty God. 


The Journey 

As I looked around me on the Air India 
flight and saw one hundred and fifty-six 
faces, beaming Eastward, I knew that we 
were at last on our homeward way, winging 
to a land where Love took birth and where 
Love had walked and worked and suffered 
and sacrificed Himself for the sake of 
Himself as the One Self in all. Seeing 
this band of travellers seated three abreast 
on the right and iiree abreast on the 
left, I saw that we were a most unusual 
assortment of people. Here we were drawn 
from every phase of contemporary life, 
thought, and tradition, with nothing in 
common but one thing, one thing having 
the intensity to wipe away all differences 
engrained in the skins of our separate 
selves; that thing is Love for Baba. 

One might think that when God comes 
in the form of a man to assert His crea- 
tive wish above and beyond His Infinite 
will that He might collect His faithful 
servants from the offices of religion forged 


to keep alive the name of God, or perhaps ~ 


from the philosophers, thinkers, and wise 
theologians; or from the inspired, the 
dedicated ones who give their lives for 
the general and gradual improvement of 
humanity. But He does not seem to 
collect His people from any of these ranks, 
for the Avatar hunts out and gathers His 
precious ones, those who would willingly 


lay down their lives at His feet; and lei 
the lofty ones alone to go on doing | 
work. But the lowly ones, the meek, i 
aimless, the poor in spirit He gather 
His chest. These were the ones who Vis 
now speeding across the world to 
an appointment with God. Maul 
When I met Meher Baba in 1965, #) 
said to the mandali, “Lyn is ve 
tunate because he does not see so- 
of illusion with his eyes,” and _ thai 
would help me to draw closer to ultim 
experiencing that which is not of i 
but which is Real and unfading. 
experiences in illusion are but impr 
of the mind; or simply as we say: 
is believing. 
Once before I had flown across 
oceans to scale the garden wall of M 
Baba’s seclusion and be seated at 
feet of my Beloved. That time we 
gone alone, Phyllis and I, risking & 
thing for a moment of His tender 
Now it was different; we were not my 
ious travellers headed for a secret rep 
vous, for every other passenger wat 
intimate brother or sister whose aim) 
goal was identical with ours—to be 
the Beloved. But how will I tell 
about this sahavas in India, when throuy: 
our visit my physical eyesight be 
exceptionally weak and diminished t 
point that I became virtually sightless? 
When I was introduced to Baba’s ¢ 
woman disciple, (the one whom Babe 
He loved more than anyone in the 
and as I stood before her, she rem: 
totally invisible to my eyes as_ if! 
were not there at all. People tole! 
that I met her; that is how I know. 
is as Baba wanted, for I am told 
Phyllis’ face is much like the faw/ 
this beloved disciple whom I coulw| 
see. Yet Phyllis’ face | know so wel 
see best of all faces. 


Baba says, “I will not heal the 
but I will make people blind to il!fidth,) 
and see God.” So while I was in tl 
my eyesight was so poor that I coulcht 
see shadows and lights going to anu ll 
Now that I have returned home, | 
quite well again, but in India I cou 
neither faces, nor places; neither wf 
nor dreams, but I could see clear! 
the while within my heart that God | 


»at Meher Baba is the One and Only 
ification of the One God in this age. 
} went around India with my compan- 
auttering, “I see this, I do not see 
I see—I do not see,” and thinking, 
sunlight hurts my eyes as the Light 
ba burns ever more deeply into my 
"As I stepped into Baba’s tomb, 
ne built by Him many years ago, 
did I feel? I felt the darkness 
lst my eyes like a terrible pressure, 
‘ressure of not seeing Baba face to 
(@ the disappointment of not now, not 
i Oh God, how will I see your face 
rreally is? I, the painter, who has 
- up his eyes searching for sight of 
acoult. true face. God—Baba, You know 


Where am I to find You 
/that You have taken from me even 
ing illusory shadow form with which my 
el: up to now was consoled? I stumble 
this tomb of God to find only the 
‘of my own feet from my own tired 
heying, dust mingled with the dust that 
P>rs what I thought was You, my beloved. 
J ow I will paint dust itself. But alas; 
ting, in fact, is dust, dust made into 
(iquid hues which flow from the brush, 
ig ing to make and remake Your face. 
i are pleased with me because I admit 
i blindness, my inability to see the Real. 
ave given you my blindness and my 
it. And You have balanced them on 
i scales of Your sublime Law which is 
uve. You are God and You have brought 
i to Your tomb which is the end of all 
Vsion, and the beginning of what is true. 


‘weet Avatar, Lord of Creation, welling 
| in universes to know Yourself for ever 
d ever, are You the unseen or am I the 
tseen? Who created this unseeing if not 
Vu? Once I sat before You bathed in 
» joy that was a fraction of Your bliss. 
t You assured me from the heaven of 
; ur smiling eyes, “IT am not this body; 
am Avatar,” which mears the Active 
inciple of conscious God manifest in 
m. It is necessary to believe that 
é is Active Principle, the Avataric Office 
mtinues to function whether or not. it 
g's a visible corporeal counterpart on 
a It is this Avatar that I am con- 
med with, and attracted to as a personal 
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Of God Beyond, I know nothing at all. 
Avatar Meher Baba is all I can know. 
Of God Beyond in His formless inactive 
and Self-satisfied state I can know less 
than nothing, in fact, I shrink back as if 
in terror of Him. The Divine Beloved, 
Meher Baba, is all I can know. No 
amount of dust can ever bury this Beloved. 
Nor soil the damaan of His Truth. And 
no amount of darkness and despair can 
shade these poor eyes from the radiance 
that is Baba. Once You were a little 
boy playing as other children play the 
games of illusion. Yet even then You 
were God’s Chosen One, One chosen to 
declare in the gestures of silence the 
certainty of God’s Own Existence. 


The tomb was dark to my eyes but not 
as dark as I thought it would be. And a 
picture of the Beloved began to swing 
back and forth, to and fro in the wind, and 
I watched it for a long time. Baba was 
saying something to me. The dust covering 
Baba was covered with a beautiful cloth 
and that cloth was completely covered with 
fresh fragrant roses, perfuming the air. 
And Baba said to me as I watched His 
picture inexplicably swinging back and 
forth and with that unmistakable Avataric 
humor, “Be of good cheer, for I am not 
here.” 

So I got up from where I was seated 
near Baba’s head and went out of the 
tomb which Baba Himself long ago had 
built for this day. When He built it 
atop this hill of Meherabad, He was pro- 
claiming to the world that though I am 
divinely perfect and all powerful, eternal 
and imperishable, I am also mortal, tender, 
and frail like all men, and in the end will 
succumb as all men succumb by dropping 
my corporeal body. Standing there on the 
chest of the universe, on that dusty hilltop, 
I was at God’s country carnival and Baba, 
no longer a man, had become a happening. 
God was the sun welding all into One. 
Never have I seen such sunlight as was now 
at this Meherabad noon. Baba said India 
is closest to the Om-point of any place 
in the universe. Where is Om-point if 
not at God-Man’s tomb? Surely He had 
made of this very ground His Om-point 
of His Infinite Existence. Here He brought 
down His Om-Point all the way ‘to Earth 
plane—God to Dust to God—and capped it 


with His lovely Dome. Here was Om-Point 
all right, but the Baba I know had gone 
elsewhere, for He can never be pinned 
down, not even at Om-Point. 

In India, I could see nothing but the 
shadows of God’s children going back and 
forth in their daily round. Once in a while 
bells would beckon my sight to a passing 
bullock cart and remind me of ages and 
ages of nothingness passing into nothing. 
That is time. God comes down as Avatar 
every seven hundred to fourteen hundred 
years. That is all 1 know of time. 

I could say that in India I was conscious 
of God and conscious of dust. Dust was 
everywhere just as God is everywhere. 
This dust everywhere reminded me that to 
become what we really are, we must become 
as dust; and that to become as dust we 
must be burnt dry as dust by Divine 
Love. The dry air parched my throat 
and the dust made it sore and inflamed, 
each day a little more. Until on my last 
day in India my voice was gone, dried up 
in the Silence of Silence. It was alright 
because there was nothing to say. 

Bombay is not dusty but humid; Poona 
is dry but not too dusty; but Ahmednagar 
with Meherabad on one side and Meher- 
azad on the other was at this season com- 
pletely dry and completely dusty. Is it 
true that Baba once said that He stayed 
in the dry dustland because Mohammed 
was stoned to death in the desert? Be- 
cause of the mind the ways of God are 
made unfathomable, but because of the heart 
God can ultimately be known. 

We rumbled over the dusty road from 
Meherabad through Ahmednagar to Meher- 
azad. The temperature was 115 degrees 
of dust and as we passed through Ahmed- 
nagar I thought this dust is so hot because 
it belongs to the Avatar. It is Baba’s 
dust and Baba’s dust is hot dust. Baba 
says, “Don’t get too close to me because 
you are liable to get burned.” 


As we rumbled over the dusty road to 
Meherazad, a road that I had already 
travelled once before, I felt one with the 
dust and was happy, for Meherazad was 
where I met my Beloved and became 
forever His disciple. Yes, I was happy 
and my thoughts went on to. consider who 
but God and His chosen ones would live 
in this desert? God is tricky, so tricky 


‘Baba gives each of us as much Presence 


indeed that He can hardly figure Hin 
out. He cannot help laughing at all 
He Himself has done and at all that 
just might do. He is the laughing Bud 
and yet His heart breaks for all of 
children to come back to Him. Mig 
are the prophets of all ages who are cle}}! 
to finding reunion with Him. But t 
are tiny children at the feet of the Prop 
of Prophets, who is the one Baba. 
must return to Baba sooner or later. 

I was very happy as we passed throug 
the gate of Baba’s abode, the abode of Lo 
that is all-knowing. And we passed betw 
rows of Gulmohr trees, the branches — 
which brushed against the sides of 
bus, and Baba tossed a leaf from on 
them through the window of the bus _ 
my lap. I picked it up to smell it. It h 
freshness of fragrance somewhat like pii 
I put it into my shirt pocket. Baba has sae 
“Not a leaf moves but by the will of Ga 
Thus the moving of a leaf should be s 
enough to me that God alone exists. : 


I went into Mandali Hall where I 
bowed down to His feet and I felt 
unmistakable peace and exhaltation of ! 
Presence. This peace and exhaltation } 
concentrated near Baba’s chair where! 
had sat joyously at Baba’s feet when 7 
had caressed my face and sent lov 
glances into my heart. It was just 
it had been when I had come the f @? 
time. Nothing had changed. There w 
Baba enveloping me, taking me to 
heart, making me feel courageous and pre 
and at ease. I felt this is my very o 
room. I looked around and the room 
entirely different than I had remembers 
Yet Baba’s sweet Presence remained h» 
just as it was. I felt Him less at the far € 
of the hall than I did when I came near|}) 
His chair. It is a sacred thing to be in — 
Avataric Presence. In this Presence © 
question of a physical body is irreleve: 


we are able to receive. To give more wor } 
be less than His Compassion. For His byi } 
could be our agony. 4 

It was three years before that I had © 
here at the feet of the Master. Ty 
Master continually sent His glance dari 
about the room, and now and then r 
snapped His fingers for keener attenti:: 
When I sat at the Master’s feet; Baba gee 


‘my work; I was to devote myself to 
portrait as He allowed me to look 
x under bright photo-light at His face. 
a is known to have avoided bright 
ton Him.) Baba seriously looked into 
| eyes and said, “You should be proud 
your painting.” Surprised, I said, “But, 
a, isn’t that ego?” Baba said simply, 
that you do for Baba is not ego.” And 
with that gesture Baba cleared all 
sstacles from my way in portraying the 
age of a natural thing, for painting has 
en my life’s occupation. Baba called 
> to India to see His Human face so 
at I might have that impression burned 
fO my consciousness. For me to paint 
ba is to remember that indelible sight. 
iba knew that my vision both internal and 
‘ternal was adequate for His purpose. 


Here I was once again, called to be in 
e Presence of my Beloved in the room 
there I had been given His Darshan 3 years 
=fore. Those beautiful fleeting fingers were 
ot snapping now. Now the mighty Silence 
ad closed even over the gesturing of His 
ands. Yet Baba was not gone. In these three 

ars painting had become for me a singular 
, that of achieving not so much the ap- 
earance as the Presence in the feeling of Av- 
tar Meher Baba. And that Presence which 
had come to sense through my work was 
urely here in this room. 

My large painting was pointed out to me 
anging on the wall, the painting which 
ba Himself had requested. I could not see 
t for it was invisible to my eyes. It was just 
as it should be. I had sent it to Him and He 
las seen it and has been pleased. There was 
nothing left for me to see for my offering, 
my arti, had already been consumed in the 
fire and flame of His Love. And I know that 
Isee by His grace what He wants me to see, 
io more—no less, and that I am held more 
and more in the exactitude of balance be- 
tween His will and His wish. Let Baba’s will 
be more and more my wish, and let Baba’s 
ish be my spontaneous will. 

_ When the Avatar is on earth in human 

He sets up new waves of give and 
ake between God and Man, and so brings 
4 new tide of life into the tired life of 
humanity. When that tide reaches the 
lood tide of Noah, it is seen by all to be 
od’s glorious manifestation, His redemp- 
tive deluge. That deluge of high tide is on 
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its way now; nothing can stop it. 

In Baba’s bedroom I was drawn to Baba’s 
pink jacket hanging in the comer. I 
liked standing near it and caressing it. 
Then I was told that it was time to leave. 
Reluctantly I backed away, clasping one of 
the buttons in my longing to remain. 
Slowly the button slipped through my fing- 
ers and I turned and went out, remembering 
His constant reminder, “Do not let my 
damaan slip through your fingers.” 

Out through the driveway we went be- 
tween the trees as I was feeling God-Baba 
has filled my cup that I may carry away 
the very fountain of His life and light. I 
had drunk from the well of the water of 
Christ. And just then God-Baba-Christ 
tossed a Gulmohr blossom through the 
window of the bus into my lap. I picked 
it up and smelled its delicate perfume. 
I put it gently into my pocket with the leaf 
which I had received on the way in. 

Walt Whitman wrote that letters from God 
are continually dropping in our path that 
we have only to read to know that we are 
on our way to Him. The way seems to us 
very, very long, yet it is even longer than 
we can imagine it to be. Baba tells us 
that when each of us reaches the Goal 
each will know that I, Myself was all 
along that which I was striving for. 


Conclusion 

It is the month of May after Darshan, 
and a tranquility, a heavenly peace has 
settled on the Meher Center. This time 
is Baba’s time, for He has now said, “My 
time has come.” Baba has stopped the 
clock to proclaim, “God’s time has come.” 
The timelessness of God’s Now-time. The 
peace and serenity that is here now, the 
contentment will some day soon spread out 
and pervade everywhere for His time has 
come, the time for Divine Law to govern 
the earth in the Bliss of His Love. The 
time has come either to perish or to live 
the Divine life of mutual concord and 
happiness. 

God’s time has come and the fire and 
flame of Divine Love will so engulf this 
planet that waves of God Love will in- 
undate everywhere in the universe. All the 
chaos and confusion on this earth right 
now does not count against us because 
Baba in His mercy has stopped the clock 


Continued on Page 77 
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DARSHAN III: A Time For Lovers 
by Filis Frederick 


“In March you all march to Poona” — Baba, November, 1968 


The first touch of Baba’s darshan was the tremendous baptism of monsoon rain — 
the first of the season — as our plane landed in Bombay Airport, around 4 a.m. Monday, 
June 2nd, after a long glide over the Indian Ocean in full moonlight. It dampened our 
luggage but not our spirits, as welcoming cries of “Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jai” flickered 
from the balcony of the airport. Bombay and Poona lovers had come to welcome us to 
India, and to the great darshan. It was surprisingly easy to get through customs and pile 
into the special buses each manned by a Baba volunteer or two. I made my first contact” 
with Meherwan Jessawala, brother of dear Eruch. After a night’s rest in various— 
hotels, we board the Deccan Queen at the station and began the 3-hour journey to Poona. | 
Here a natural phenomena seemed staged just for our benefit. As dusk was falling, - 
huge orange and violet monsoon clouds drifted over the ghats, or mountains; against — 
which the black trees, the purple rocks, glowed like a,scene from Dante’s Divine 
Inferno — ‘Baba’s light show,’ one youngster called it. 

At Poona we walked from the station to the hotels, breathing once again the soft, 
magic air of an Indian night. Our Los Angeles group was put up in the Poona Club, where | 
Freni and Rustom Dadachanji were in charge of us, with an assist from Baba’s two © 
nephews, Sohrab and Rustom, and Bejon. This was also where Dr. Donkin, author of 
The Wayfarers stayed. 
Tuesday, June 3rd: After the bank visit and the shopping spree (the Kashmir stores 
did a roaring business, — being run by a Baba devotee), we had lunch at the Club; we © 
all voted ‘for vegetarian’ food, much to the surprise of the manager. Dr. Donkin gave — 
me a lift in his “Blood Clot,” a red Wolseley, over to Guruprasad, where Lenny | 
Willoughby was rehearsing tomorrow’s entertainment. I stepped off to greet Mehera, — 
Mani and the girls in the adjoining room. It is hard to describe what it was like to meet. _ 
Mehera again — to see how grief for her Beloved Baba had etched lines in her beautiful ~ 
face. I could not keep trom crying. It was as if in her Baba was there and yet not there. | 
It was the first shock of the Dass)=_ - for me, a shock of love and grief combined in a | 
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+ that turned both into something else, 
iething beyond. But there was also the 
ahaha sparkle and vivacity of 
‘ni, Baba’s sister, and the loving greet- 
E of Naja, Meheru, Khorshed, Dr. Goher 
{ Rano. 


Mehera started to speak of all the things 
%t had happened around the time of 
bas passing. She told us how on 
quary 3lst a man in Pakistan saw Baba 
nding on his veranda. He said “Baba, 
iw is it that you are here? You were 
India.” Baba replied: “Yesterday I 
ns in India, today I am everywhere.” 
‘so, at noon, on the 3lst, the whole of 
ombosa in Africa was completely covered 
darkness at 12 noon for 15 minutes 
da very loud noise was heard. Also 
e of the English group stopped at Cairo, 
1 his way to India, to the Darshan, and 
night he saw a tremendous, brilliant 
ar, in the southeasterly part of the sky 
n the direction of India). This star was 
fren by others. Another phenomenon was 
nde crescent moon which was seen — 
‘gain in Africa — with a star stuck on 
‘s tip (Mehera holds her fingers out to 
ustrate the crescent and the star) with 
' bright pink halo around it: and — star 
nd moon set together! 

Then she got up and went over to her 
reasure-box and showed us a lock of 
Baba’s hair, a reddish curl, from his 
younger days; also some special photos 
of Baba and some photos of Nadja dressed 
‘n improvised, hilarious costumes. She 
explained how Baba used to ask Nadja to 
dress up every day in a different costume 
|} to make him laugh. You wouldn't believe 


Dianne Cobb and a few others came 
Ve to greet Mehera. Mehera told us how, 
® after she had combed his hair, Baba sat 
on her bed. So then she asked Baba to 
{ sit also on the other side of the bed 
and he did so. “He was so kind!” She 
» showed us exactly how Baba sat first on 
ita side, then on the other. 

Adi gave me a lift home. Some of the 
Ae; had gone to Babajan’s tomb in Poona 
| and gotten ‘over-ceremonialized’ by some 
| strangers there; and also met Najoo Kotwala, 
_ who had known Baba when she was a little 
girl. She used to write ‘Baba, Baba, I 
- don’t know about your being God and all 


that but I call you Big Daddy! She used to 
say “Take me to see my Big Daddy”. 

Some of the boys visited Don (Dr. Donkin) 
and he told them how he first met Baba 
in 1932 in London. He recalled it “was 
just a polite interview,” until he turned to 
leave. He had his hand on the door knob, 
when Baba struck him with his divine Love, 
like a shock. “Why else would I stay in 
India 30 years?’ Don smiled. 

I also had a chance to meet Stan Alapa, 
the Hawaiian who first heard of Baba 
from those returning from the first Darshan, 
as they took a respite on Hawaii; also Kari 
and Joseph Harb, “holdovers” from the first 
Darshan. 


Wednesday June 4th: The First Day of 
Darshan. 

8:30 a.m. We bussed to Guruprasad, 
chanting “Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jail’; 
took off our shoes by the portico steps, 
left our passports and tickets with Meherwan 
Jessawala, and filed into dear, familiar 
Guruprasad Hall. Quietly we seated our- 
selves facing “the chair,” in which was 
propped a large photo of Baba. After 
coming halfway around the world. . .we 
are here, in His Presence! Mehera, in 
a fragile blue sari, opens the darshan by 
garlanding the photo with jasmine, small 
pink roses and tinsel. In a low voice she 
says ‘Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jai!’ Two- 
hundred-fifty strong we reply ‘Avatar Meher 
Baba Ki Jai!’ A clock in the hall chimes 
nine as Eruch says “You have kept an 
appointment with God.” 

Eruch: “We begin the program at 9 
o'clock. Beloved Baba has arranged the 
program for the Westerners from 9 to 11. 
Today is the 4th of June 69 — and we 
have the last group — mostly from the 
United States. We begin. . .by invoking 
Meher Baba’s blessing: “Avatar Meher 
Baba Ki Jai!’” 

“Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jai!” 

“Baba was very particular that we should 
recite the Master's Prayer in his presence. 
So we've asked Don Sprinkle to begin the 
program with His favorite prayer.” 


Don recites the Prayer and we respond 
line by line. Then Mehera greeted us with 
her soft ‘Jai Baba, hands folded in 
Namaskar, Mani greets us next: “Mehera 
and all of us are so very happy to see 


you dear ones of Baba here today, to 
receive His darshan, and to receive His 
love. We all bow down to your love for 
Baba! Jai Baba!” 

“Jai Baba.” (Is it JA or JI? I keep 
thinking). Then Eruch tells us that many 
years ago, Baba had composed an Arti, 
in Gujerati for all His close ones. Now 
thé women mandali, grouping themselves in 
the archway beyond Baba’s chair, softly 
sing this beautiful song (alas—no music for 
it has been written down). Eruch reads 
the English translation: 


ARTI 
O God, command that the fire of our 
ignorance be extinguished 


Your lovers yearn for you to bestow 
upon them the light of faith 


O Murshid Meher Baba! We your 
lovers lay our heads at your feet 


O Meher Baba you have made yourself 
perfectly aware of your Godhood 


You are the Lord of Lords, you are the 
Beloved and the lover in one 


Being the torrent of infinite knowledge 
you are the ocean of oneness 


O Master bestow upon us, the way- 
farers, the- knowledge of Ezad 


The only one worthy of worship 


For you, O Paramatma, are omnicient 
and are divine knowledge itself 


Give us to drink of this cup of God's 
love that we become intoxicated 


O Saki, we offer our lives in sacrifice 
to you! 


Give us this drop! 


Only if you steer our ship, while in 
mid ocean, can we remain afloat 


O Meher Baba, the captain of our 
ship, you are our protector. 


Just as Baba always, before beginning dar- 
shan, would ask everyone to feel at home, so 


Eruch too invites us to be at ease in 
prasad — even in the crowded hall — to! 
get everything and just be with our Bal 
Then he said on the first darshan, he ] 
only a tiny list of announcements — no 
isa whole sheet! 
After a few points on shopping, report 
illness, etc., he says “Baba would | 
concerned and want you all back at y 
hotels at 10 P.M.; that is the time Ba 
gave all his lovers who came for darshi 
Be in Baba’s company — that’s what 
would want you to do.” 
Eruch continued: “Baba cannot be abse 
His presence is ever felt by us. I ¢ 
it an appointment with God. It fills ¢ 
hearts with joy. It is a great  privile 
for all of us that God has allowed 
to come to him even after he left — 
form. Don’t be mindful of the vac 
seat — He completed His work. He has}, 
(just) pulled off His coat. He is here 
Pour out your love. In His form, | 
not only rested, but worked. What 
His work? We can't know: the many faet 
of it. But one was to take upon Hims 
the suffering of mankind. 
“After he had completed his univers 
work, he permitted us to touch the seé 
but during the months he was doing th 
work, in His compassion, He would n 
permit us to touch it. . .it would hay 
probably been harmful because the burdeé 
of the suffering of humanity was borne b> 
Him while He used that seat when Hi@ 
was doing His universal work. . .the sea @ 
has its own significance, and it has becom) 
a sign-post for all Baba lovers who knew 
of Baba’s last seclusion work.” 


Eruch says he will read Francis’ address 
and after the address each of us ma 
approach the chair and begin the darshé 

“Tt will take a long, long time for ea¢ 
one to be with Baba and also go to that roo 
and pay your respects there.” 

_ Address given by Francis Brabazon ; 
Guruprasad, Poona during the Darshew 
days, 1969: 

The Mighty Beloved 
JAI BABA! 

I am amazed and filled with joy to dit 
cover that the Beloved I have been servir 
for many years is truly a very mighit 
Beloved. | 

Of course, I have known all along ths 
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vas God. But there are so many Gods. 
sre is the God which people see in a shape 
jIlusion such as a sunset or a mountain 
'w or asymphony, or whose hand is seen 
ime’s not getting caught in a rain-storm 
‘n obtaining a good job: no doubt a very 
‘@ afortable and profitable God to have — 
‘ll worth a Christian candle or some Hin- 
> incense — but not a God to whom one 
uld offer one’s life. There is the God who 
es the shining planes of consciousness: 
tsight of his would blind one. Andthe God 
10 is beyond the planes is unknowable ex- 
“fot by his own Grace. And he is extremely 
“<reful to whom he gives that Grace. 


So when beloved Baba used to tell us 
at he was God, I used to think, “Yes, 
iba, you are God all right — the One 
hod and all the Gods — but what good is 
“at to me?” In fact, I used to get so 
d-up with him being God that I wished 
> wasn't or I wished he was a_ sort-of 
+1 Old Testament God for whom I could 
‘aughter some fat lambs or a_ spotless 
“oung bull in return for some added 
"creage. I got so tired of his being so 
Siauch God that I wrote a song about it 
nd sang it to him. It goes something 
ke, “If only you were a bit less God, 

_bit more Man, I wouldn’t feel so much 
ike someone upside down in a garbage 
tan.” 

But Baba wasn’t going to become more 
Man just for my sake, so I had to settle 
4 or him as the divine Beloved — one whom 
‘ { could serve sometimes, instead of thinking 
‘about myself all the time. After all, al- 
" though he is God, and sometimes is a Man, 
‘being one’s own and the world’s Beloved is 
his main job. Others can become as much 
' God or as much Man as he, but only Baba 
‘is more beloved than any other beloved. 
' Andis infinitely worth serving. 

__ But now a great problem arises. How to 
serve that One who is All-beloved, for 
_ whatever one does with love is done by him. 
All that is done for the Beloved is done 
_by the Beloved. And so one arrives at the 
painful conclusion that the Beloved alone 
_ exists — which means that oneself doesn't. 

And that’s a terrible predicament to find 

oneself in — for one is still there! 

The only solution I found was to accept 
the position: “You alone are and I am 


not, but we are both here.” And having 
arrived at this acceptance Baba now taught 
me a poetical form capable of expressing 
all the shades of the impossible relation- 
ships of lover and Beloved. Such a form has 
not existed in English up till now, because 
the lover-Beloved dilemma was not part of 
the British-American consciousness. And, 
of course, beloved Baba being the author of 
this new form was (or seemed to be) delight- 
ed with my exercises in it. 


And here is a delicious piece of humor 
in connection with, this. There was a 
period when Baba had me read a new poem 
to him 3 times every morning. Do you 
know why 3 times? Baba was memorizing 
them. Why memorizing them? So that he 
could quote them next time he comes back, 
in 700 years! That is really God-Man 
humor, isn’t it. Then there were his 
extraordinary orders or commissions. His 
last was for 30 ghazals — ghazal is the 
name of the new poetical form he taught 
me. lt happened this way. One moming 
after the usual morming business was 
finished, Baba said he wanted me to write 
30 ghazals. Could I do that? I replied 
promptly and brightly, “No, Baba.” This 
reply seemed to rather astonish him. He 
turned to the other mandali and _ said, 
“Well, what do you think of that? I ask 
this fellow to write 30 ghazals and he 
says, No, Baba.” Then Baba_ turned 
questioningly back to me. I said, or 
rather I groaned, “I don’t know whether 
I can write one ghazal — and you ask 
for 30. I don’t think there are any more 
in my head.” Then he says sympathe- 
tically and persuasively, “Try, and I 
will help you.” So it was back to the 
stone-quarry again to cut and build 30 
more little poem-houses, each one a bit 
different; for the Beloved likes variety. 


But still I did not know what a mighty 
Beloved our Beloved is. This knowledge 
has come to me only recently — since 
Baba laid aside his body. 

Now, the Beloved would not be the 
Beloved if he didn’t have a 1000 whims 
and moods, if he didn’t play his eternal 
game of divine pretence; if he was not 
all ears for the lover’s praise and stone 
deaf to his complaints; if he was not 
All-knowledge and All-ignorance at the 


same time. He would not be the Beloved 
if he did not decorate the walls of his 
wineshop with pretty pictures such as “All 
the religions being drawn together as beads 
on one string” and “700 years of peace’; 
and then invite the lover to cross deserts 
of heart-dryness and oceans of tears to 
receive the wine of his kiss; but when the 
lover at last staggers in at the door, the 
Beloved spends the whole time showing 
him the pictures and expecting his interest 
and admiration. 

What a Beloved our Beloved is! What 
a Beloved we have chosen to serve! What 
is it to the thirst-crazed lover if a lot 
of glass beads are strung on one string? 
Will that make them turn into diamonds? 
What if there is 700 years of peace? 
Will not war again follow? 

He would not be the Beloved if he did 
not tell the lover to stand up and sit down 
at the same moment; to become footless, 
and walk; to become headless, and think; 
to exert himself to the utmost, and leave 
everything to him. 

Though it is not the time yet for us 
to know the wine of his kiss on our lips, 
we have received the kiss of his Word 
in our hearts. If it were not so, how could 
all you dear ones who have never seen 
his Man-form be here now? 


Who but the Beloved of Beloveds could 
speak his Word silently in your hearts 
and make you. come from across the world 
to take his darshan, to bow down to him 
in your hearts? Such a thing has never 
happened before. I have been at Mass- 
darshans where tens of thousands came and 
bowed down to his Man-form. But to come 
thousands of miles to bow down to him 
in one’s own heart, that is of an entirely 
different order of devotion. 

Why has beloved Baba given you people 
this extraordinary privilege? Because he 
required a few to do what the many, what 
everyone, must eventually do: journey 
across the world of illusion to take darshan 
of him in their hearts. What a Beloved 
is our Beloved; what a mighty Beloved. This 
Word which he has spoken in your hearts, 
which will be spoken in every heart in 
the world, will lead you by the hand, 
and drive you with whips to the door of 
your Beloved, to the wineshop of your 
master — where it will become your own 


pure song of praise and will cause t 
Beloved winemaster to open the door an 
bring you in and pour for you a gla 
of the wine of self-forgetfulness ar 
Beloved — alone-remembrance. The ver 
Word with which he knocked on the doe 
of your hearts and aroused you to s 
your feet on the path to him, the sa 
Word will knock on his door and ma 
him open it to you — himself. I bow dow 
to this mighty one in- each of you. 

But you also have your parts to play 
on this grand journey you have begun — 
you must not leave it all to your Beloved. 
For every step the lover takes to the) 
Beloved, the Beloved takes 10 steps t 
the lover. But the lover must continual] 
take that one step. 
taking beloved Baba’s darshan, 
down to him in our, hearts, every day 
then every moment until we have continuou 
sight of him. : 

Happenings will happen —. even Grand 
Happenings. But they will not be thal 
Happening which has to happen in ou 
hearts. So do not look to these othe 
happenings to nourish your faith; depen 
only upon his Word and its sence in you 
hearts. 


to have the Beloved’s real darshan. 
it may only take a mere 700 years 
reach his door and bow down to _ hin 
for the last time and merge in him for 
ever. 
JAI BABA! The Victory is his. 


ec ff 


The clock chimed 10 at Guruprasad — 
Eruch said: “It’s ten o'clock, it’s tim 
for you to come to Baba, each one ow 
you come in your turn. Bow down ti 
Him in your hearts, in front of His seaw 
where He used to give His Darshan te” 
the crowds. After you have had thy 
Darshan here, enter His room and hav 
His Darshan there. . .one by one you cay 
come now. We request Mehera to begil’ 
the darshan for the whole group.” 

Which Mehera did, before His chai 
taking darshan of His chapalls... th 
all of us one by one, went up to Bab 
chair, each in his own way, in his ow! | 
heart, taking darshan of Baba. Some kne’! 7 
before Him, kissing the chair, and thi — 
chappals there, ‘others stood facing itt § 
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ds joined together in silent namaskar. 
1e curved his arms around where Baba’s 
oulders would have been and kissed him 
st on one ‘cheek’ then the other. Idly, 
bee droned in the jasmine taking its 
“Ym darshan. . I sat in front watching it 
. .the current of Baba’s love stream- 
z out was so strong | did not, could not 
ove. But then I, too, rose, touched the 
air and brown leather chapalls, that 
id shielded His Lotus-Feet from His own 
arth. 


Thence to the room where Baba did His 
niversal work in the yellow stuffed chair. 
earby His pink jacket and white sadra 
ang on a rack, His water glass and soap 
wwel handy. Another pair of chapalls 
ere tucked under his bed. Here, too, 
ie atmosphere was heavy with His presence. 
was a perfume. And one had to cry 
little at the fragile physical objects 
“ft behind by God-man. Relics? There 
, there can be, no relic of the God- 
nan. The whole universe, His creation, 
as been left behind as His relic and 
specially His own, His dear souls, His 
hildren, now crowding through. Again 
he mixture of grief and joy, laughter 
ind silence, outgoing love, inbrooding 
uwareness flowed about the halls and 
verandas of Guruprasad. Happy reunions. 
dast-West greetings, new and old ac- 
juaintances. And the faces of all those 
dear youngsters, so full of love of Him! 
‘ ( started to cry again thinking how they 
missed seeing Baba in His physical form. 
Yet how happy they were. . .they opened 
the heart of a lot of us “old lovers” 
to a new nobility. . .the ability to love 
;, Baba beyond His human form. They are 
,» the new ones, the ones that will have to 
» carry on, loving Baba in his formless 
glove. . . . 


i Darshan? What was darshan? A Baba 
* love-in, and agape, love feast, in the old 
Victorian halls of Guruprasad. The name 
© means, Master’s Love-gift! It was. 
Out on the veranda I chatted with Swami 
Udaseen, who said to me “The Awakener 
# must stay awake!” And also with Dr. 
'* Deshmukh who recorded the priceless 
“discourses. He is now a retired pro- 
fessor of philosophy. In the room where 
* Baba used to sit with the men Mandali, 
"was Baba’s chair, a glass of water, a bowl 


— 


and fresh flowers ina glass. While albums of 
Baba photos were being passed about, 
Dr. Deshmukh told me why he wears a 
dot of sandal paste on his forehead: — 
Avatar Lord Krishna once had stomach 
pains, for which the cure was: dust of 
the feet of a perfect Master. There was 
no perfect Master about, so Krishna’s 
lovers were asked for the dust of their 
feet. But they were afraid of the karma. 
Only the gopis said “anything for our 
Beloved,” and they gave the dust of their 
feet. So in memory you wear a dot of 
sandal paste, on the third eye. Groovy! 

Board the buses! Board the buses! 
And back to luncheon, the peppery vege- 
tables at the long “boarding school” table 
at the Poona Club. 

Brother Jal comes to visit bringing 
a big pile of beautiful photos done by 
brother Beheram what a treat! I 
get out my tape recorder, and ask him to 
say a few words;— 

“Jai Baba! I’m Jal, Baba’s younger 
brother, speaking to you Western Baba 
Lovers. Many people ask me how is it 
possible Baba left his body without utter- 
ing a word. I told them Baba has started 
speaking now, not with the tongue, not 
with this piece of flesh, but with the Divine 
Tongue that has love in it —. I gave 
them an explanation — that his Lovers 
from India, Persia, Africa, Europe and 
especially America, — those coming from 
10,000 miles away or going back 10,000 
miles, spending money to come to Guru- 
prasad just to have Baba’s darshan; — 
(there were so many men and women — 
young and old, sick, pregnant who came). 
They came just to have Baba’s darshan. 
They appeared to be taking darshan of 
Baba’s photo and His chair. In reality 
they were kneeling before Baba and bowing 
down at Baba’s feet. We had to lift some of 
them up, and we saw the carpet wet with 
their tears of love for Beloved God. This is 
how Baba speaks from the heart; that is 
His love flowing from their tears. This is 
Baba’s Divine Tongue speaking of love in the 
hearts of his lovers. 


“When Baba dropped the body and we 
got the news we were shocked. There 
were only fifteen or twenty of us there, 
just near Baba’s Tomb, where His body 
was laid, two or three doctors and a few 
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of the Mandali— and I was shocked to know 
some said the crypt should be closed the 
very next day. But in the evening when the 
news was broadcast from All-India radio 
we got hundreds of telegrams requesting the 
crypt should be kept open for at least one 
more day — that the lovers be allowed at 
least a glimpse of Baba. So the doctors per- 
mitted one more day. Then Baba lovers 
started coming by taxis, by train, by what- 
ever vehicle, day and night and they had 
Baba’s darshan. And then we were going to 
close the crypt on the second day, when again 
we received urgent telegrams from different 
stations with further requests to delay the 
interrment. Once again the doctors said, you 
can't take the risk— permitted only one more 
day;—again more lovers poured into Meher- 
abad. 


“In this way it went on for seven days 
and the doctors were surprised to see 
Baba’s body was as fresh as ever, as 
if He were sleeping; His body was robust 
and beautiful, some of us thought Baba 
would speak, open His eyes, any minute 
now. Thousands and thousands of people 
came and paid homage. 

“Mehera, Mani and the others had a 
meeting and recalled what Baba had said, 
before he dropped His body— “TI will be 
alright and I will walk on the seventh 
day, so you must not worry about it.’ 
February 7th was Baba’s birthday accord- 
ing to the Parsee calendar. So, the crypt 
was closed on the seventh day, with all 
tears, bhajans, artis, day and night in 
presence of thousands of people, and they 
are still coming. 

‘So, Baba has started speaking in this 
way. Now some people from India and 
other parts of the world are having some 
experiences. Even in the daytime, they 
have seen Baba approaching them, blessing 
the sick, and talking to them — they 
couldn't believe: it. But I told them, 
Baba is now revealing himself. Baba 
said, “The day will come when I will 
speak one word, and it will -penetrate 
the hearts of the whole world,’ — that 
means the day when the whole world 
will feel the same thing, as these West- 
erners, who have not seen Baba, feel 
today. They will experience Baba’s love 
and that’s the one Word Baba will speak. 
Jai Baba!” 


Jal went on to describe how he 
to Baba. 


“It was about 43 years ago — I am nk 
67. We were well-off at that time, we 
had about thirty shops. Baba was_ 
college. Even at that time, I had 
idea Baba was Avatar or God. He wot 
tell me, ‘Jal, you belong to me, y 
don’t belong to this world, you must lea 
everything and join me. And I sa 
‘How can it be possible, to leave eve 
thing, the prosperous business, what's t 
sense? You are just my brother a 
that’s all!’ And my mother was on | 
side. This went on for some time ai 
then I had one or two dreams of Bal 
in visions of bright light and it pel 
trated to my heart and when I woke 1 
I said, what was my elder brother te 
me— ‘you have to join me—eve g 
Illusion—you don’t belong to this world!’ 


of his disciples to our house (765 Dastu. 
Meher Road). My mother was in th 
kitchen. He said ‘If I put a piece € 
burning charcoal on your palm, will y 

be able to bear it?’ And then Baba we 
to the kitchen and brought in a pan — 
big piece of burning charcoal which 
put on my palm and the coal burt m 
flesh. My mother smelt it and cam 
running and she scolded Baba: “Take 
off! What are you doing!’ and Baba trie 
to pull it off with his hand but it was stue 
and he tried harder. When it came ov 
I became unconscious. I was taken ~ 
hospital — but during those moments whe 
the coal was on my palm I didn’t fe* 
the pain at all as if it was a piece | 
paper and that was a miracle. 
to visit me in the hospital. 
was terrible, and a huge blister forme 
and it had to be cut with scissors. 
ing the weeks it took to heal, 

wondering why did I allow Baba to te 
me by burning my right hand unnece 
sarily? I couldn’t understand it! 
then I dreamt of Baba again. He cam) 
walking in my dreams, and I had sony 
experiences in the daytime also and 

felt His divinity. . 

Jal continued callie! but I ran Pt 
of tape. I felt the hard scar on Ib 
palm, and saw in those brown eyes t! 
light of love for his “elder brother” thi — 
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lasted a lifetime. We hugged and parted. 
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Now it was 5 o'clock, time to go to 
‘ruprasad again, to be with the women 
Nndali. About sixty women of all ages, 
2s and backgrounds seated themselves 
the carpet in Guruprasad Hall. Mani, 
ehera and the other women sat in the 
2ezeway by the door to their quarters; 
ani greeted us, swinging the big silver 
“wrk of the mike this way and _ that. 
“tien Mehera, in her low pitched bell-like 
ice, began to tell us how she first met 
Diane Cobb describes this inter- 


me: 
~ Mehera told, in a shy, halting voice, 
how Babajan granted her wish. As 
child, Mehera had a girl friend who 
as very bold. She told Mehera there 
as an old woman, Babajan, who could 
ant any wish. One day, after school, 
ie girl spotted Babajan and ran to catch 
 p with her and tell her her wish. Mehera 
ung back, but finally got courage to ask 
or a white horse (her mother sold all 
heir horses at Mehera’s father’s death). 
jabajan sat down and began looking sky- 
ward. She seemed in a trance. “Ah 
yes,” she said. “I will get you a horse. 
") \ beautiful horse, a grand horse. The 
| vhole world will look to you when you 
ide this horse.” Mehera said she was 
‘30 proud, imagining how beautiful and 
stylish she would look riding him, not 
knowing Babajan meant the White Horse 
Avatar. And it happened her mother 
really did bring back a white horse from 
_ market one day — all white, with one brow ; 
eye and one blue one. Mehera said, 
_jjust fell in love with it.” A Peek 
Met had owned the beautiful animal, but 
Mehera said the horse had a sign on him 
‘that whoever rode him would be a fakir 
_— a poor outcast, and naturally, the rich 
‘man did not want it. The horse was 
quite wild, so Mehera was forbidden to 
tide him till he could be trained. : But 
she couldn’t resist, and one day snuck 
him out of the backyard and mounted 
him and rode him around town. She was 
caught and everyone said — ‘Get down 
or hell throw you! You'll be killed!’ 
| But Mehera was not about to get down, 
_ She was having such a good time, and 


“it happened the horse was gentle.” 
(Later on Baba rode the white horse 
once, and said no one should ride it 
again.) 

At Mehera’s father’s death, Mehera’s 
mother was attracted to spiritual things 
and sought out Upasni Maharaj of Sakori. 
There it happened that Mehera’s first 
glimpse of Baba was as he was just 
leaving Upasni’s ashram in a tonga and 
all were bowing down to Him. It was 
His last day with Upasni Maharaj. 

Later her mother and the family tried 
to arrange a marriage for her, but Baba 
said, “She is my daughter — she is too 
young for all that — she should stay here.” 
So it was arranged for her to stay at 
Meherabad ashram. 

Mehera also told me that her mother 
was the first to give everything to Baba 
— house, belongings, money, etc. She 
lived in the world, but at Baba’s order 
she observed silence until her death 
twenty years later. Mehera, all the while 
she was talking, was getting shyer and 
shyer, and her voice lower and lower, 
and finally Mani took over for her. 


Mani told of the lively infighting between 
Baba’s mother and His other two “parents,” 
Babajan and Upasni! Shirinmai and 
Upasni, it appears, used to have it out 
together very frequently. She would trot 
down to Sakori and tell the old man to 
leave her son alone! Of course she 
respected him, as a holy man, but she 
wanted her boy to go into some brilliant 
profession. So there would be big squabbles. 
One day, on the train to Sakori, she 
took her garland for Upasni out of its 
box to straighten and admire it a bit. 
Meantime, she was berating the old man 
in her thoughts. Arriving at last at 
Upasni’s, she went to garland him (it 
being customary to garland holy men before 
business with ‘em.) Upasni looked up 
and smiled grimly! “Oh, what a lovely 
garland of shoes you brought me!” 
“Maharaj, what do you mean? These 
are beautiful flowers!” “And how many 
times did you shower abuses (old shoes) 
over my head as you admired these 
flowers on the train?”... 

And Shirinmai would also tussle with 
Babajan. Making no headway. Shirinmai 
thought perhaps there was a generation 


gap, so would send her mother over 
to argue with Babajan to leave her boy 
alone. The two old ladies would sit 
down, gaze deeply into each other’s eyes, 
and spend the afternoon quoting Persian 
couplets of the old Sufi masters back and 
forth. After several pleasant hours, 
Shirinmai’s mother would get up to go 
and say — “Oh, by the way, Shirinmai 
says to leave her son alone.” “Her 
son?” fired back Babajan, “her son? 
You tell her Merwan is my son.” 

P.S. While I think of it, Baba has 
said that Eruch’s mother will be Baba’s 
mother next time. (By the way, Baba 
had a younger sister, who died. Baba 
once asked Upasni for a sister, to make 
up for the one taken. Finally she appeared, 
in the person of Mani. Baba used to rock 
baby Mani in the cradle.) 

Once, during the Blue Bus travels, Baba 
stopped outside of Jaipur with the women 
mandali. Baba said, “look!” pointing 
up the hill where, in a brilliant parade, 
the regent of Jaipur was coming down 
amid loud triumphant music. “Now who 
do you suppose,” said Baba, “is the 
one really in charge of Jaipur?” And 
again Baba pointed. There strode a 
lithe mast-like figure of a man, nearly 
naked, with rippling muscles, and brown 
skin that merged with the background. 
“That one,” said Baba, “he is my agent.” 
They never would have noticed him if 
Baba hadn't pointed him out. 

Mani had us sing Baba Bhagavan, 
which she accompanied on the sitar. This 
is a song with the simplest of words. . . 
a remembrance of all the sorrows taken 
on by Baba each time, and a recognition 
that, sure enough! —here we are in the 
Kali Yuga, with no way out, and Baba 
has once again given His all for us. Mehera 
was struggling not to weep at this time. I 
knew I was going to, so to prevent it, I 
sang louder and louder. Mehera shook 
her head at me fiercely. Oh no, I thought. 
My loud singing is making it ‘even harder 
on Mehera! Later, Mehera told me, in 
the gentlest way possible, that I was singing 
out of tune. 

Mani said, of the song: Baba Bhagavan: 
“Baba was resting in Meherabad in the 
Tomb, and some of the lovers from 
Andhra sang it and it was just a spark 


and it caught fire. For all the se 
days we sang it: therefore we contin 
to sing it, and whoever heard it sta 
to sing it like the first darshan gro 
did: 7 
“Baba Bhagavan(that means God) 
Meher Baba Bhagavan 
—then all the names of the Avatar 
Advents, Zarthus Bhagavan — th 
our way of saying Zarathustra; t 
Ram Bhagavan,Krishna, Buddha, Je 
then for some reason we've alway 
said Allah instead of Mohamed, 
how it was said at the ‘Tomb, 
that’s how we continued.” 


Mehera murmured “Mohamedans do 
believe in the God-man, they don’t take 
Mohamed as God.” Mani then got out h 
sitar and played it for us and we 
joined in. There was a bird in the bac 
ground, that joined in too! Next, 
said: “It’s been fascinating how # 
different families of Baba at diffe 
Meher Centers have all made a so 
with Baba’s ‘jai in it — ‘jai jai kar 
for instance. But one song iascame t 
us, it was simpiy “Avatar Meher Bab 
ki jai” — so catchy and lovely. Thi 
was the group from Hamirpur and th 
had bells on their feet and made rhythr 
with it —.” a 
She played and sang this on the sita! 
and we all joined in. Mehera translate 
“In every house Baba’s jai should Bb 
said, may the whole world say Baba 
jai. Poona Boli Baba ki jai, Bombay. 
Boli Baba ki jai, one day the whol 
world will say it. . .someone in the grou 
said America Boli Baba ki jai!” 
Mani (continuing translation of song). . 
“Baba’s jai is being called in the mandin | 
in the mosques. . .in the guru dvara © le 
the Sikhs. Jane Haynes got excited ant a 
said Myrtle Beach Boli Meher Bak \\; 
ki jai! | There was another chant 
which one group asks, ‘Who is the Rii ji 
deemer of the World?” and all answe’ 
“Meher Baba. ‘Who is the Beloved 
all?’. “Meher Baba.’ ‘Who _ is a 
Protector of the Poor?’ . -Who is ti” 
Avatar of the Age?’” i 
Again, we all chanted this togethi 
Mani continued: “There is another li 
we sang up at Meherabad during the se 
days’ darshan, words Baba Himself hi 


Satchitnanda Parmananda Meher 
Vidnyananda. But we'll do that 
her time. . .Mehera says it’s quarter 
- 7 and we haven't said jai to each 
you Mehera: “Baba used to sing, 
ad a beautiful voice. And He used 
ing beautiful ghazals.” 
ani played again while the women 
dali sang the Gujerati Arti for us 
the same one they had sung in the 

ing. The lights were turned on in 
hall and Mani said: “This reminds us 
Baba used to love lights, he didn’t like 
ai darkness. . .when we were in Cannes, 
ce, in that lovely old mansion, and 
rina and Elizabeth were there; Anita 
»; they planned a supper by candlelight. 
eautiful long table, with lovely silver 
neces, and beautiful candles. . .it was 
well prepared and the lights were put 
t, candles lighted, Baba came in and 
id ‘Very good, wonderful, lovely, and 
y were so pleased. Then Baba says 
very happy, now put on the lights!’ ~ 
We laughed, and Mani continued “T'll 
ever forget the expression on Norina’s 
vce! Baba used to test everyone, He 
‘ould say ‘Go slow, take it easy’ on the 
nme hand, and on the other hand He'd 
ay ‘Hurry up, fast,’ even in his gestures, 
ke this: Mani’s left hand went ‘slow, 
atting the air, and the right hand went 
vast, snap, snap — very funny. “And 
nat was with everything! Jai Baba, every- 
yne!” 

“Jai Baba” we responded, and went 
lowly out into the scented dusk of a 
Poona night. 
° ° J 
Thursday June 5th: The second day 
~ of Darshan. 
__ Again we enter Guruprasad Hall as the 
J block chimes 9.  Eruch welcomes us, 


Saying “We begin the day's program, 
» Baba’s name on our lips: ‘Avatar Meher 
é ki jai!” Echoed!!! 

_ Mehera and Miriam garlanded Baba’s 
» chair, then Najoo Kotwal sang some of her 


riginal songs in praise of “Big Daddy, 
Beloved Baba. Her first song To My 
King of Kings, to the tune of Sorrento, 
she composed and sang before Baba some 
time ago. Baba corrected the last line 
Yearning for thee in vain’ to “Yearning 
‘or thee not in vain!’ Her eyes sparkled 


£ 


as if she were singing to Baba _ right 
there in his chair, then she led us in 
several others from the song sheets. — 
I love you, Baba, (an Old Carmen Miranda 
tune) and Prasad, in Guruprasad, to the 
tune of I wish I were in the land of 
cotton; “What is Guruprasad?” she said. 
“Guru means Master, and prasad, some- 
thing the Master gives us. And of course 
our Master gives us something very pre- 
cious in this world, and that is love. So 
we should sing this song, Guruprasad.” 
Then we sang Hold on to His Damaan, 


(to Tango of Roses), another to the tune 
of Jingle Bells: To Meherazad, Meher- 
azad, — and Baba, My Big Daddy to 
the tune of I like to ride a ferry, and 
several others. 

After our sing-in, Eruch said: 

“Now there will be a surprise for you 
all. . .we are happy to inform you that 
the members of the Society for Avatar 
Meher Baba have presented a check for 
$1,000 to the Meher Baba Trust. . .and 
how did this gift come about? It was 
made possible by all of you, because your 
donation was included in the price of your 
flight!” Laughter. Surprise! Ann 
Karrasch and I handed the check to Adi, 
one of the Trustees of the Meher Baba 
Trust. Ann: “The East and the West 
of the United States present this check 
to you.” 

Adi: “We thank you for the check you 
have given to the Avatar Meher Baba 
Trust, which everyone should henceforward 
keep in mind to keep well-provided; it 
was made by Baba in 1959 on the 6th of 
April. Simply, there are two parts to 
the Trust, one part takes care of the 
needs of the beneficiaries who have dedi- 
cated their lives to Baba — and are entirely 
dependent on Baba; Baba has made a 
provision for them in the Trust. The 
other part takes care of the development 
of the Tomb and the large estate at 
Meherabad. There are different things 
that are included: a school, buildings 
for guests to stay there, the provision of 
water, for the poor people.” 


A copy of the Trust was available, Adi 
concluded, for those who were seriously 
interested and who love Baba. 

Eruch ended with certain announcements: 
later today we were to visit the Bund- 


gardens and the Babajan tree. “That tree 
has its own significance. When Babajan 
was living in Poona, very often she would 
be seen seated under that tree. I met 
Babajan for the first time, when I was a 
child, under that tree, when Baba sent 
me from Ahmednagar for her darshan. But 
that tree also has another significance,— 
because when Baba used to leave Guru- 
prasad after a stay of three months, he 
would give his parting darshan there. . . 
all the Poona lovers would ask us the 
date of departure, and collect there, and 
Baba’s car would be stopped. . .and He 
very lovingly condescended to sit there; 
while all his Lovers sang his Arti. Then 
if Baba was in the mood, he'd give some 
message, or say something. 

“and Jal has arranged for you to 
visit other places, the Sassoon Hospital, 
which celebrated its Centenary last year 
and asked for a message from Baba. Well, 
Baba said there shall be a very short 
message: 

I give My Blessings to the Adminis- 
trative, Medical, Workers, Staff of 
this hospital in which I, the Deli- 
verer of the World, was delivered 
to the World. 
“And the authorities were very happy to 
receive a message of that calibre, from 
the Avatar of the Age. 


“You will see the place where Baba 
was actually delivered by Shirnmai to 
the world, — and you will also visit the 
family home, where at present Baba’s 
brother Beheram and his family live. 
In that house is Baba’s room. After Baba 
met Babajan, after her kiss, — somehow 
Baba felt altogether different from what 
he was, He felt what he always IS. Baba 
says, it was a terrible experience. He 
experienced Infinite bliss and that bliss 
was overpowering, you see, and He locked 
Himself in that room. (You must all 
know His life story). No one knew what 
He was doing for some days, but His 
mother used to hear peculidr sounds 
emanating from that room, a sort of 
banging. . .later it was discovered that 
Baba was banging His head on the floor 

.Baba called that banging a blissful 
agony. From that state of Infinite bliss 
He was being drawn down into conscious- 
ness of the world of illusion, of duality, 


*See page 24 


because He had to shoulder the respor 
bility of His Avatarhood, and it was 
agonizing experience. So, He'd be founc 
with a kerchief tied round His forehead 
to hide the wound.” 

“That stone is still there, but it ] 
become a prominent stone. Why? Becaus 
one lover from Andhra, after ask 
Beheram’s permission to lock himself 
there to meditate, stayed so long, ma 
digging noises, that Beheram investiga’ 
and the man had almost removed 
stone; he said to Beheram ... “If 
don't mind Id like to take it to And 
State!” Beheram naturally refused; and ne 
being a mason, did not get the stone bae 
level with the floor. I tell this story 


Baba had a purpose in raising that stone!” _ 
More laughter. 

Adi: “The Avatar is always one, 
matter whether He is embodied or 
embodied. Physical eyes can not 
Him.” He read “Ever the Avatar, 


After Adi spoke, Mani played a tape ( 


Hello January 31 
Your body has borne the game 
how long now? You've opened 
the door of the universe and 
stepped out. It’s time. 


You've taken the doll out of our ha 
a great wrench to our hearts, 


Borne unawares out to sea in a papy 
ship, itis now the ocean we face. 


Lured by sweets and promise of a Kia} 
your arms around us finally to qa 
secure us, perhaps in your 
own home city. 


All ways you cheat so perfectly. 
All ways you change the rules, 
All ways you always win. 


A cobra has passed through the ro 
swiftly and silent. 
Your work as God-man has broken 
your body. Your life has been 


{ 
one long crucifixion; | ay 
The first nail was Babajan’s kiss 
and the second Upasni’s stone is th 
Into your side has sunk the thorns | uy 
how many lovers. You have con- _“! 


sumed our bitter vinegar every 
day of your life. 

_ Your unspeakable love-hammering 
_ your head, smashing your thigh 
to keep you down night 

after night. 


Grinding your bones so thin until 
nothing could contain you. 


Who can say bye bye Baba 

Who does not feel your perfume spring- 
ing within us now, 

dissolving our own. 

Your silence breaking in our hearts. 


Every lover longing to love you all 
ways without beginning, without end. 


Oh but your seduction has been so 
perfect, your love play so complete. 


We proclaim you the all-time star 
_ of the silent screen. 


The slightest shadow of your lips, 
the glance of your fingers; 

You had only to lift a foot 

and our whole heart comes tumbling 
down. 


It is very cruel of you to be so beauti- 
ful, we shall miss your body, 
Beloved. 


We, who didn't see you, 

we hoped to see you, 

we, making ready, hoped for your 
touch 


Things are different now 
We shall have to face you as 
you really are. 


Hello Baba 
Hello. 


_ Another song by Najoo Kotwala followed, 
then Eruch introduced the men mandali 
to us: first Pendu, Baba’s cousin, who 
ea 67 and had served Baba since he 
was in his teens. He is the appointed 
supervisor of Meherazad. And Bhau 
alchuri. He used to do nightwatch. 

He is a Hindi poet and did the Hindi 
orrespondence. He composes ghazals 
and has written many Hindi books. He 
is very reticent. When young, he had 
planned to renounce the world and go to 
ie Himalayas, but he read in the paper 

t Meher Baba would give darshan in 
; village and he decided it would be 


a good thing to have the Avatar’s darshan 
before renouncing the world. There was 
a great crowd; Bhau stood in line but 
when his turn came, Baba did not even 
look at him, he just gave him a banana. 
But Bhau did not leave for the Himalayas. 
He followed Baba to another town, where 
Baba took him as His own. 

Aloba Ali Akbar Shapurezaman — is 
from Iran. He was a student in Baba’s 
Prem ashram; but his uncle took him out 
of the school; he thought the boys were 
given so much love they forgot their 
family. Finally, Baba gave him permission 
to stay with Him. In the New Life, Octo- 
ber 1949, the companions came to a well 
restricted to Hindus. The mandali asked 
Baba what to do, then Baba changed Ali's 
name to Aloba; and Dr. Ghani’s name to 
Ganoba! 

—Here’s Sarosh Irani, once Mayor of 
Ahmednagar. Sarosh owns shops, motor 
works, cinemas. He is ready day or nite 
to do anything for Baba. And Meherjee Kar- 
karia. In 1921 he went in a tonga with his 
aunt to see Baba. Baba asked Meherjee to 
give up his plans of going to college, and 
come to Him. Meherjee replied he would 
come if he failed his exams! “Well,” said 
Meherjee, “I failed my exams!” 

———Then Eruch is introduced, in turn, 
by Sarosh. “Eruch is courage and affec- 
tion. He is-‘Baba says.’ 


———Jal—jolly Jal! Baba’s brother. He 
always told jokes to Baba. Baba liked 
to have him around all the time. He 


has the responsibility for arranging trans- 
port for the Western lovers. 

———Padri Feredoon — he has been with 
Baba since the days of Manzil-e-meem. 
Because of his height and his looks, — 
that of a priest — Baba named him ‘Padri.’ 
In 1953 he went on tours with Baba. 
———Dr. Deshmukh: he received his Ph.D. 
in London, where he first heard of Baba. 
Now a retired Professor of Philosophy, 
he wrote up the five volumes of Dis- 
courses from notes of Baba’'s _ talks. 
Deshmukh says, ‘I am entirely Baba’s 
creation. and adds, ‘Eruch is Baba’s 
tongue.’ 

———Digambar Gadekar: he is posted in 
a college at Baroda. He's the son of 
the person who found Guruprasad, for 
Baba. 


———Then, Patil — Sadashiv Patil. Just 
as, on the other side of the world, John 
Bass is the oldest, on this side, he is 
the oldest. An ancient pillar of the Baba 
family. The first and oldest catch of 
the great Fisherman! Patil was very 
young, very energetic; Baba just caught 
him, drew him close; since then, he has 
been with Baba; and used to go with Him 
to visit Upasni Maharaj, Hazrat Babajan; 
he was a New Life companion. We love 
him deeply because of his great love for 
Baba. Even in seclusion Baba used to 
call for him and chat with him. 

———and Shanta Devi Gaekwar of Baroda 
(the Maharanee). Baba told us to call 
her Shanta ben—ben means sister. She 
is the owner of Guruprasad. Baba had 
said, when Guruprasad was considered 
as a place to stay here, he would stay 
if the owner never came. Through her 
agent, the Maharanee agreed, although 
she did not know Baba then. One day 
some friends of hers came and wanted 
to use a wing of Guruprasad. Baba and 
the mandali very quickly left. The 
Maharanee was pained to hear of the 
intrusion — and notified her friends not 
to come. Baba returned. But still she 
had not met him. During a darshan Baba 
sent for her, and she came. Another 
time she was seen standing, at the gate 
when Baba was in seclusion. She had 
orders to pay her respects every time she 
passed by. She didn’t know what else to 
do. Baba heard of her waiting outside 
and called her in. He said it was a 
lesson to all; He was very pleased with 


her humility and obedience and love. 
2 oo 68 


Now we met Madhusudan, his wife and 
two children and tabla player. His wife 
played the harmonium, he played the sitar, 
the kids shook bells and tambourines, — a 
groovy Baba family. He and his wife were 
married here in Guruprasad, in the pre- 
sence of Baba, exchanging garlands, and 
singing for Baba. 


They played Meher Kaho Meher — Meher 
Mantra — the repetition of the Divine 
name of the Master; it was given by the 
Master, it is the greatest bhajan, the 
essence of all yogas and prayers. He 
next read some of his poems in Hindi 
and English, saying “English is not so 
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‘banks of the Poona River. 


powerful, but it has come out of | 
heart. So let your heart hear.” 


We heard Meher, Meher Gatay F 
“We are happy to sing the name of Mel 
the same ancient one as Buddha, Krish 
Christ. I have decided to sing His nai 
irrespective of what others say.” N 
a Marathi song, ‘O Meher, you he 
descended as Avatar to awaken all m: 
kind.” The third song was Meher Dame 
— “Let not the damaan of Meher s 
off my hands, for it is the only pain the 
matters.” 


The Luck brothers, Irwin and Edwit) 
were introduced. Irwin said: “When 
arrived on February 7, 1969, at Meherabac 
the presence of Baba was so powerful 
felt intoxicated. No shadow of a doi 
that He was living and was everywh 
He was strength; this strength was fe 
Many who came reflected love of Bab) 
I felt His love through them. I wi 
reminded of 1962 when, after embracitt 
ie He said, if I had His real embra 

I would disappear. He said, “You would: 
want this to happen to you — yours boc 
would disappear. I told Baba, 
wrong with that!” Baba said Not in 
I thought about asking Him to do it!” 
Eruch: “If Irwin had said that, Bai 
would probably have said, ‘If I were to | 
it, then who would be left to love Me 
With a last “Jai Baba” we all dispersed 


2 2 ° 


Lunch at the Poona Club again; a 
from Dr. Deshmukh who originally wre 
up the Discourses from his notes. — 
said the Discourses were read back 
Baba and Baba corrected every word. | 
taped him reciting his own Arti compow 
for Baba, and his first meeting with Bal) 


We were taken by bus in the afteme 
to the grand old Babajan tree, by | © 
The va 

bark of the old tree seemed to vibr 
something special! As Eruch said, % 
didn't take ‘darshan of that tree’ 
of its significance — it must be the aw 
tree in the world under which two Perfit P 
Ones have sat. 


On to Sassoon Hospital, where Adi ¢ 3 
a short account of Jal’s great effo 


''Gig the Centenary celebration, to get 
dlaque put up announcing that the 
of the Age was bom there, on 
luary 25, 1894. The plaque was put 
n the 9th of December, 1968, by the 
yrities, and a little celebration was 
then. He introduced us to Sister 
nibai who had been very cooperative 
ting this done; because in Ahmednagar 
5 ago, Baba used to come to her 
le and she cooked for Him, and held 
yi in the highest esteem. 


he it was who guided us to the room 
14” where the Deliverer was delivered! 
icture of Baba with a garland of 7 
ts hung in ‘His’ room. To those of 
scustomed to western hospitals, Sassoon 
, ned an antique, to say the least, but 
7 e friend told me it was the best 
8 ‘oona. 

i} abajan’s Tomb: Again! A welcome 
|\@Eace to pay respect to the ‘Initiator’ 
li@lyoung Merwan Sheriar Irani. An old 
a Pe inside pressed on me, a tiny packet 
waiishes... 


F hence to 765 Dastur Meher Road, the 
‘Gall house where Baba’s two brothers 
“@ live (the third brother, Adi, Jr., 
libs in London). We saw the covered 
. Il, which gave good water to hundreds 
elle families during the floods of ‘61 when 
Wl water mains became defunct for weeks 
4 and we visited the room Eruch had 
soken of. . .really no bigger than a big 
@set. As in 1962, this room held for 
ft» more of Baba’s ‘power’ than any other 
‘sot. It was a privilege to bow before 
“tat raised ‘stone’ on which God-man 
' Id banged his God-weary head! 

jut one could not linger; others pressed 
d. Outside, the garden was crowded; 
y were taking this opportunity to 
Jal’s room and get some new Baba 
s. It was very sultry. Crowds of 
Idren followed us to our buses, it was 
eady dark. ‘Home’ to the Poona Club, 
g ‘Baba Bhagavan,’ Hank’s Arti, 
the other Baba ‘leit-motifs’. 


ith 


went 


(he 


is was the night Adi came to dinner. 
came up on the terrace first. I 
| not tape his first words to me, but 
were a moving description of how, 
he last five years, Baba had kept 
at a distance. He could see Baba 
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only on ‘business... When Adi came to 
Meherazad, Baba would ask ‘what has that 
fellow come for!’ Adi used to go back 
to Ahmednagar, lock himself in his room 
and cry. But he was called one month 
before Baba dropped His body. Baba 
asked him, ‘Do you believe I am God?” 
Adi answered ‘Yes, of course. On the 
3lst of January when Baba was gone 
he came and he found everyone silently 
weeping. Eruch was exhausted from giving 
Baba mouth-to-mouth resusitation. One 
look at Mehera’s face, Adi said, and he 
had to go outside and cry. Then he came 
back in and told them to pull themselves 
together. And they did. Adi said he then 
realized why Baba had kept him at a 
distance — so he became detached and 
strong, to face what had to be! 

Adi sat at the head of our dinner 
table and began to talk; later, we moved 
into the lounge and settled around him. 
My tape recorder was a bit on the fritz, 
so I will encapsule his speech, which 
lasted over two hours. 


Adi’s Talk at the Poona Club. 

“In 1932 I went with Baba to England, 
then to Europe, Switzerland, where Baba 
sent me back to India for some work. 
Adi, Jr., accompanied Baba to America. 
In Switzerland we stayed at Lugano, lovely 
lakes, hotels. I stayed next to Baba’s 
room, the other mandali were in another 
room. Baba’s food and my food were 
served in His room. When Baba decided 
to take his food He asked me to sit down 
and take mine, but He never allowed me 
to finish. The moment I sat down to 
take it, on some pretext Baba would ask 
me to get up and bring something, water 
or soda water or Vichy water or what- 
ever and I said ‘All right. I got it’ 
‘Alright, alright!’ Baba said. ‘Sit down, 
take your food. Again, I’m just putting 
a morsel in my mouth, and he said, ‘I 
have finished taking my food, wash my 
hands!’ So I get up and wash His hands. 
‘You sit down, take your food,’ He says. 
Then as soon as I do, He says: ‘Bring 
me a napkin to wipe my hands!’ I get 
up and bring the napkin. ‘Sit down and 
take your food!’ I said, ‘Yes, Baba, I 
am. Then He says ‘Bring me a tooth- 
pick. I say ‘Alright, Baba.’ And after 


the toothpick, He sent me downstairs for 
a newspaper. I honestly felt like jumping 
into the lake. . .I felt myself completely 
exhausted mentally because He asked to 
do two things at one and the same time, 
eat and not eat, bark and not bark, do and 
not do! That’s how the impressions get 
either thinned, eradicated or unwound... 
however the Avatar decides. . .Impressions 
create great havoc; they are responsible 
for estranging man from God...” 


“I have a triend who used to say, 
you go with Baba to the West and enjoy 
yourself. But on ship-board Baba used 
to ask us to get up at 4 o'clock and be 
dressed and ready near Him at 5. . .you 
see, His love was so great that the best 
thing we could do was to be looked on as 
very insignificant things; whether He allow- 
ed you to eat or not eat, all that became 
very insignificant because of His love. 

Filis: “How old were you when you 
first came to Baba?” 

Adi: “18 years old.” 

Filis:s “And how old was Baba?” 

Adi: “Seven years older. . .today some- 
one asked me, ‘What is love?.’. How can 
you describe love? Every minute of | his 
life he experiences love. Yet he asks 
what is love? Because that love pertains 
to God, to Meher Baba, the personifi- 
cation of God. Has that man ever asked 
himself what is that love he has for his 
wife or his child, or his family? He 
never questions it. But when it comes 
to love for God, he measures it with the 
yardstick of the intellect. My counter- 
question was, how do you measure the 
love you have for your wife? ‘Reply to 
my question, and I will reply to yours,’ 
I said, and he was silent. He exper- 
iences that love every minute, and he 
doesn’t know what it is. 

“But how does one create love for God? 
I try to give a human example. Suppose 
a child is born to a mother, then taken 
from her at birth and given to another 
woman. That child grows up looking upon 
that woman as his real mother. After 
20 years the real mother confronts her 
child saying, She is not your real mother, 
I am. What then? The child has only 
love for the false mother, because she 
is all he knows, and all he has had con- 
tact with. 


‘pose a man learns all the parts of - 


“And so I say, how do we create | 
love for Baba? By reading of Him, te 
ing about Him, thinking, meditating @ 
Him, taking His Name. . .by any mean 
bring Him into your heart, in your mine 
your thoughts. . .Asking questions won! by | 
do it. . .that would be like asking | 


It will not give you His knowledge.” 

“That doesn’t mean one hasn't the rig 
to ask about Baba’s love. But not 0 
of curiosity. One has to be serious, & 
prepared to spend time, energy, to sac 
fice, like the scientist did for his knowledg 
God, the personification of God, His cre 
tion, His love, is so vast. . . . But then, 0) 
has to be ready for it. Baba said, © 
is as difficult as it is easy. In the fie 
of love, that shouldn’t bother you! 
should one expect anything, even 
Realization! No hopes, no expectat 
no desires. . . It is all giving, no taki 
back. The moment you give to Baba a 


bargain, a transaction, and in the 
of love, there is no such thing. 
“And yet, it does not mean you 
not get anything from Baba! ] 
once you get it, you will never lose 
Anything I get today, and lose tomorr¢ 
I didn’t get at all. So these small © 
periences, the light a yogi sees, so 
fragrance he gets on the first pla 


ance to them. He says: ‘The 
experience I have come to give 
once you get it, you never lose it. 
is the highest gift. 


“That doesn't mean if a man getya 
vision, it has no value. Everything s— 
a value, but it has a proportionate vai. 
Baba has given us a great sense of vali 


facts He Himself has experienced, but 
has given us a knowledge of values. 


human body, he knows their names, 
knows their number, from the books @ \ 
has read. But he doesn’t know whe 
they are placed. So he puts the mé 
on the-neck or the head on the feet . 


R 
so on. He produces a caricature. _jit i 
so, it’s not enough to know the spiri dl ki 
facts; we must have the sense of rela! hi 


values which Baba teaches us. 


“Once I was helping my brother do a 
tle business years ago. I was handing 
‘m a few coins and one fell at a distance. 
could not reach it by hand so I just 
retched out my leg and pulled the coin 
ear. A fellow there said, ‘Oh what an 
sult to Laksmi, the Goddess of wealth!’ 
said, ‘I do not look upon money as God.’ 
ly sense of values was different from the 
ractical, the worldly man. 
“Baba, in His life, gave the greatest 
nportance to the smallest instance, where- 
s a big disaster might not touch Him at 
ll. Why? Because He is so vast. Com- 
vared to Reality, everything is insignifi- 
ant, big or small. But we do not have 
hat point of view. The book God Speaks 
‘ives you a sense of values — who is a 
aint, who is a Sadguru, who is a Perfect 
Master, who is the Avatar.” 
Jerry McClean: “Sometimes everything 
seems to be fine shades of gray, hard 
io evaluate. Is this the Kali Yuga, the 
jage of ignorance? It is hard to know what 
‘one should do in certain circumstances.” 
_ Adi: “Inspecific circumstances, you have 
to rely on your conscience. Could you 
possibly remember Baba then, just feel 
‘Him in your heart and ask the question, 
jand then you get an answer. If there’s 
‘a conflict between your heart and your 
* head, you'll make less mistakes by follow- 


Filis: “Some find it hard to know what 
i! Baba wants. They try looking in their 
"| ! hearts, but they just don’t know . . . that’s 
| the difficulty. = 

Adi: “In spite of all our talk about 
ges reacting to a situation in a certain way, 
ing) when the time comes, a man reacts very 
vq) differently. And that’s God’s will. It 
\)) doesn’t mean we should not train ourselves 
vit, to behave in a certain manner, but in 
itl Spite of ourselves we'll react differently. 
§ I wrote that to someone last year and 
ff Baba liked it immensely, He said _ it’s 
_ very true, everything is done according 
to the Will of God.” 


“Then the question arises, where is 
our free will?” A sigh goes up from all 
of us. “Our free will is there, but 
that is also because of the Will of God. 
We feel we have free will and we do have 
free will, but it is rooted in God’s Will. 
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It is kept apart because of the impres- 
sions, sanskaras. I put it this way: 
“God’s Will is equal to man’s will minus 
impressions.’ 

“A big minus!” “Do we have a choice?” 

Adi replies: “Yes, we do have a choice, 
after all, but how much can we express 
itP It’s not only the point of having a 
choice, but having the ability to express 
itee 

Jerry: “Baba says many people in 
the first few lifetimes get carried away 
from the goal, even though they are con- 
scicusly trying.” 

Adi: “Yes, but whatever conscience tries 
is also determined by His Will. Baba 
used to say everything is determined by 
the Original Whim. But that shouldn't 
disappoint us, or make us feel we can 
do anything we want. . .our will is em- 
bedded in God’s Will, but we don’t feel 
it, understand it, because of the curtain 
of sanskaras. What power they have 
to estrange us from God! 

“That's why Baba always asked us to 
guard against action. No matter what 
thoughts we get, we are not to bother 
about them, just witness them, let them 
come and go. All those thoughts that 
come and go will not touch you, unless 
you translate them into action. Don’t 
suppress thoughts — that will poison you. 
Just be a witness to them. Be indiffer- 
ent to them. Treat them as unwelcome 
guests in the house of your mind. Like 
guests that are not welcome, after a while 
they will not want to visit youanymore.” 

“People expect the minds of those who 
have been with Baba for many years to 
be very pure. I say not at all, — their 
minds are pure so far as actions are 
concemed. The sanskaras are stored up 
from so many lives! But if you do not 
put them into action, they do not create 
a further binding. Baba always made 
a point of it — because involvement through 
action creates gross sanskaras, that are 
very tense, hard to eradicate.” 

“Is sickness a way to get rid of gross 
sanskaras? 


Adi replied: “I don’t feel that sickness 


always removes your sanskaras—. It 
depends on the type of suffering. Is 
it a creative suffering?? Purposeful? 


Taken on under instructions of a Perfect 


Master or Avatar? But if a man just sows 
his wild oats in the world and _ suffers, 
he gains nothing at all. 

“Baba also suffered. But His suffering 
was not that of an ordinary man, al- 
though it looked just the same. I don't 
think anyone will gain by self-inflicted 
suffering, or  self-mortification. Baba 
never advised that. The greatest thing 
Baba advised was mental detachment. A 
man may give up his wealth, his posses- 
sions, but his mental preferences may be 
still there. They are so many — I 
like this, I dislike that.. They also have 
to be gotten rid of.” 

“So Baba says, you don't really have 
to bother with philosophical arguments. 
He says He has given the world God 
Speaks to satisfy the intellectual con- 
vulsions of human beings. It will not 
advance you an inch, but reading it gives 
you an opportunity to love Baba in your 
heart. 


“Even so, you may understand about 
God, about man, the inner stages, the 
different aspects of God-consciousnous — 
and still have a confused sense of values, 
because it is still intellectual knowledge, 
not knowledge gained through experience. 
Baba has divided knowledge into different 
types (in The Everything and the Nothing): 
there is external knowledge; internal know- 
ledge of the subtle and mental planes, 
and then God’s knowledge. An intellectual 
giant may be a spiritual pigmy. In the 
same book you have read about the ignor- 
ance of ignorance, — the ignorance of 
knowledge, — and the knowledge of know- 
ledge. The external or material knowledge 
is the ignorance of ignorance; the internal 
or spiritual knowledge is the ignorance of 
knowledge on the subtle plane, and know- 
ledge of ignorance on the mental plane; 
and the final divine knowledge is know- 
ledge of knowledge. I tried to explain 
it in Marathi, at our Ahmednagar Center, 
but it went over their heads. .. So I 
said, next time I'll have an analogy for 


you. It took me two days to think it 
out. Let us say there is a real car and 
a toy car. Let the real car represent 


knowledge, and the toy car, ignorance. 
If a baby is given a toy car, it doesn't 
know there is such a thing as a real car. 
It does not know it’s a toy car either. 
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doesn't understand. That is ignorance 


SEES : 


knowledge. Now the baby a an fe 
child, and has understanding; and is given: e 
the toy car — and she knows it is not a 
real car. That is knowledge of ignorance. 
But when the child becomes fully grown, id 
and is given a real car — the real car 
represents knowledge, and she is know- wi 
ledge: — we now have knowledge of know- 9! 
ledge. Is it clear?” r 
Someone asks for stories about Baba, oy 
so Adi continues: “In 1932 I was going, 
to Deccan College. I was 18 years old. 
then. In my very early contact with@., 
Baba, He had come to Poona and wasjj,; 
staying in a hut on the Ferguson College - 
Road. Baba said I should come there ie 
every evening and the whole of Sunday. at 
when Baba used to go back to His family’s aT 
house — the one we visited today. Sejj.,. 
I used to walk the distance of three on a 
four miles with Baba and a few of the shi 
disciples. I was wearing a hat, a very) i" 
beautiful, expensive hat. We neared 4 Wd 
huge, thorny cactus bush and Baba sai At 
‘Now if I ask you to part with your hat j baa 
will you do that?’ I said yes, but I though)! 
to myself, I can’t go without the hat, | Tt 
wasn't used to the sun in those days, | ha 


could not stand the sun for half a minute’ 
Now today I am very much used to it’ 
after going thru Baba’s discipline. Se 
Baba said, “Take the hat and throw i 
into the cactus bush.’ Willingly or un, 
willingly I just flung it like this — 


f 


*i 
Adi gestured. | inte 

“We went a few steps ahead. I had with “a 
me a musical instrument, a piccolo. ty 
very expensive. So Baba said, ‘Will you par’ Veh 
with this?’ So I said yes, thinking, is Babe) a | 
going to ask me to part with all my clothe: mu 
and I'll go naked on the road or what. Hk ** 
used to ask us ‘If I ask you to strip youri “i 
clothes off, and go naked in the open street _ i 
would you do it?’ And we said, yes, wel) | 
do it, but never did He actually order ity 
But He used to ask us many a time. ‘fe & 

“A few steps further on He said, ‘Wil & 
you throw your piccolo into the cactus!) 
And I took my piccolo and threw it there) ‘Ws 


I was very fond of playing the piccol 


en. So that was the discipline He used 
» make us undergo. 

“One day when we were living in Bombay, 
aba got into the mood of playing. He 
sed to play with us, marbles, kite, cricket, 
ist like a boy. But at no time did we 
yse respect for Him, although He used 
o treat us on the same level. You see 
‘hat love was so beautifully balanced with 
liscipline, you can’t imagine. Only Baba 
sould do it... . 

“Anyway Baba got into the mood of 
esting. I was 19 years old, very 
trong then. Baba said, “Use your full 
strength and wrestle with Me. At that 
time Baba was very lean, and looked very 
weak. I thought, I'll throw Him in no time, 
so I did not use my full strength. Baba 
said, ‘Come on, grapple with Me.’ I went 
near Him and He just caught hold of me; 
but I didn’t use my full strength. ‘No, 
‘no, not like this, you are to use your full 
‘strength.’ ‘Alright, Baba.’ Once again I 
did not use my strength thinking I’d throw 
Him. Then Baba said, “No, this is not right, 
I order you to use your full strength.’ I 
tried to grapple with Him, thinking I will 
just pick Him up and throw Him, but before 
_ Thad even thought about it, He just caught 
_ hold of me, and threw me like a pumpkin, 
and I rolled ten to twelve feet away from 
Him and fell flat on the ground. 

“I thought, look at the arguments I had 
within me, I thought I was strong. One real- 
ly cannot show any pride to a Perfect Master 
atall.” 

Adi quotes a Hafiz couplet in Persian. 
“Hafiz is a Persian poet. Baba is very 
fond of his poems. He was a Perfect 
Master. He says: ‘Do not show your 
pride to the Perfect Master at all, because 
He can melt a huge mountain in His hand 
like wax, He is so strong. He is a 
mighty Beloved, as Francis Brabazon 
says. I call Him Almighty Beloved. “You 
cannot show you pride, your arrogance 
before Him at all. So I got a very good 
lesson that day.” 

“Did you go on Mast tours with Baba?” 

“Yes, some of them, not all. The 
Mast work of Baba is such a unique 
thing, that however much we try to under- 
stand it, we couldn’t — even to this day. 
First of all, it is inner work. To my mind, 
it was for two purposes. He used to travel 
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hundreds of miles to contact a Mast just fo 
a few minutes. He would go from Ahmed 
nagar to Kashmir, two thousand miles; fo 
a few minutes Hed contact a Mast, then i 
was all over. 

“One purpose, I think, was to advance 
the Mast himself; probably if he was o1 
the third plane, push him on to the fourtl 
or fifth, or if on the sixth plane, put hin 
cn the seventh. And the other was t 
utilize the experience, the energy, the 
status of the Mast, to make him contribute 
to Baba’s inner spiritual work. Becaus« 
the Masts are so engrossed in their ow1 
bliss, their own experience, they don’ 
care about the world at all. But Baba 
you see, is both God and Man at the 
same time; although He enjoys the all 
power, all-knowledge and all-bliss of God 
He also knows the suffering of the humar 
being, because He freely identifies Himsel. 
with us as much as He identifies Himsel. 
with God. That’s why He is called God 
man, and that is why it is sometime: 
difficult for people to understand who Babé 
is. 

“Why does Baba suffer?” 

“Because He has come into the worlc 
to help the human being. How could He 
help, until He had fully identified with 
him? You see, there is a very grea' 
difference between a Perfect Master anc 
the Avatar. The Perfect Master, Babz 
says, does not identify as much with the 
world as the Avatar, because, the Perfec' 
Master when He does some work for humar 
beings, only acts, whereas the Avatai 
becomes. That is the distinction. 


“Did previous Avatars have somethings 
like Baba’s Man-O-Nash?” 

“The outward activities of various Avatar: 
were not similar. Similar situations are 
not necessary for their manifestation. They 
can pick up and work through any situa 
tion. They have taken bodies at differen 
times in different situations and their worl 
depended onthe circumstances at the times 
But remember, there is one Avatar, not two 
He represents God. All the rest of the Per: 
fect Masters are only the executors of Hi: 
work which He plans far ahead. 

“Before the New Life began, Baba wa 
sitting in the blue bus in which He anc 
the mandali travelled to Kashmir year: 
ago. He confined himself there for oné 


full month —; and He asked all the mandali 
to observe silence for one month, in spite 
of their duties. I had to work in my office. 
I had to go see people. I had to convey my 
thoughts by writing. At that time Baba said 
that He had planned 6,000 years ahead!” 

“6,000 years?” 

“6,000 years ahead,” Adi affirms. 

“And He said He always comes back?” 

“Yes. He alone comes back. There 
is only one Avatar. All the other Perfect 
Masters drop the body and become One 
with the Great Spirit, enjoying the Beyond 
State of God forever! They are not 
connected with the illusion, the Creation, 
in any way. But the Avatar keeps His 
connection with the Creation, in spite 
of the fact that He dropped His body. 
But He takes rest, just as you and I work 
by day, and then go to sleep for seven 
hours. So the Avatar, having done His 
work rests for a while. The Perfect 
Masters who went thru the process of 
evolution, reincarnation, involution, and 
God-Realization, after they drop the body, 
they're disconnected for all time from the 
Creation — but not the Avatar. 


“How long is this period of manifesta- 
tion after He drops the body?” 

“Ah. . I'll tell you that tomorrow, or 
do you want to hear it now? (Yes?) That 
was only one part of Baba’s declaration 
given in September 1954.” Adi states 
he believes Baba has already broken His 
silence “In His Silence.” Some one asked 
about Baba’s saying three-fourths of the 
world will be destroyed. Adi said, “Yes, 
that’s another question. But Baba, in His 
‘Clarification’ of His declaration, said He 
speaks in three languages — ‘one is my 
language, which you do not understand, one 
is your language, which you do understand, 
and the third is a mixed language, part 
of which belongs to Me and part belongs 
to you. So you only understand the part 
that belongs to you, not the part that 
belongs to Me.’ So when you talk about 
the destruction of three fourths of the 
world, Baba said it was in His own language. 
So, I do not know what form the destruc- 
tion will take. It could be the destruction 
_ of our body, or destruction of the world. 
But I think it’s going to be in His language 
alone.” 

“Is it physical destruction?” 


“Baba said it was in His own lang 
But he told me years ago, when he hi 
gone into seclusion on a huge mountaa 
Angrish-Pahad, near Raipur, 200 mile . 
from Nagpur, it was a mountain boundeq§™ 
by terrible jungles. . .2000 years ago thi 
great Rishi Angarish had meditated ther 
for years. Baba selected that hill. Dh 
Kerawalla fixed up the arrangements anw§= 
he stayed there with Baba for nearly : 
week. Baba was in seclusion for : 
days and on the third day I was on watch 
man’s duty outside. I went inside ang 
Baba’s face looked very beautiful, gloriou: 
Then in the evening He clapped His handg 
and I went inside and he looked so haggara 
so pale, exhausted. I didn’t ask any ques. 
tions. Then He told me, “Three quarters C - 
the world will be wiped out.’ I was stunnec: 
I didn’t dare ask a single question lest H 
interrupt His flow of thought. Neither did 
tell me anything. But I made a note in m 
diary of His statement.” 4 

“What year was it?” 

“I think it was about 1944. Tm ne 
very exact. Yes, it was in the fo a 
.. So it will go on developing, His work.... 

4 

Adi continued with his explanation @ 
the breaking of Baba’s silence. He liken o 
it to the shooting of an arrow from | &: 
bow. . .which takes time to strike th } ! 
target. In the case of a real arrow — 
it takes only a few seconds to reach th 
target. “But what about the work @ 
God, who is the limitless ocean of trutl 
in His Avataric work for the Creatior 
Don’t you think His manifestation neec 
some time to take effect? How lo 
it will take I do not know. . .but positiv 
I feel His work was in silence, He he 
released the force, — It will have @ 
effect, there is no doubt about that. 
Adi affirmed. “Otherwise what was th 
necessity for the Avatar to have suffere- 
so much — the Avatar who could get an» 
thing done He wanted? I really think the 
if Baba had not declared Himself « 
Avatar, He would have had a greate 
following. That does not mean He shou? 
not have declared it. . .and waited fe 
a following. He came out with the trut 
because He was the Avatar. He was om 
with God. How could He have said Fi 
was just another man? Could I ever thir 


ee ee oe a a 


ayself as something other than a man — 


hat does Baba say about when He 
‘nes back?” 
That He doesn’t say. He said ‘Don’t 
me that question now, ask me after 
u@) years. Imagine! I told Him jokingly, 
@ter 700 vears I'm going to ask you for 
@iew car!” 
*Will the Avatar come back after he 
Gps the body?” 
“He used to say ‘I'll come back, I'll 
me back,’ but to expect Him to come 
‘ck in the same body — what's the im- 
jrtance of the body after all! He always 
ed to say, Im not the body.’ He 
id, My time has come — coming, coming, 
ime, and we didn’t realize it at all. 
sused to say “Something will happen that 
eis never happened before. Meher Baba 
s dropped the body — it happens only 
ace. To come back in the same body? 
‘Vhat’s the body? The Avatar can take 
futz 2 10,000 bodies at once. Body is like 
wk. Oat, He can use it, drop it. Should 
~e want Him to continue living in the 
joy me body for our pleasure in looking 
jee t tP — supposing He had told us in ad- 
mj ‘ance, He was going to drop the body 
i} - - We would have begged Him not 
wy qe .what a commotion! He just dropped 
is body in the most natural way. Every- 
ing He has done in a simple manner; 
dis birth was very simple, very human, 
e beginning of His silence was simple, 
is illness was simple, the breaking of 
is silence was very simple, the dropping 
jjof His body was very natural. . . Filis, 
would like to hear you say something.” 
 Filis: “We're so happy to have you 


Adi: “He used to (mention) Filis all 
{the time. . He loved you very much. Do 
» you know Kaikobad, who stayed with Baba? 
| He has been repeating Baba’s name 100,000 
; | times a day for so many years. Well, 
ay he went to the hospital, for over two 
> Months. Baba asked me to move him back 
to Meherbad and I had to pay the hospital 
j bill. Kaikobad gave me a high denomina- 
j) tion note and I went to the cashier to pay 
jj the bill.” Adi tells how he lost the 
J note, looked for it everywhere. Then, he 


locked himself in his room and called on 
Baba. He went out and looked again, 
and could not find it. He sent out a boy 
who came running up with the note he 
had found 24 hours after it was lost — 
just where it had fallen from his pocket! 
Even the sweeper had not found it! And 
all the time he had been in his room 
‘fighting’ with Baba, saying he must have 
the note. 

“Baba says ‘I do not do miracles, not 
at all, but I got back that note — how? 
He said He doesn’t do things like that, 
but He also said the universe is Baba’s 
Will. So it is under His control. Baba 
may have to take control, sometimes...” 

“Mani speaks about Kaikobad seeing 
Baba” —, someone asks. 

Adi says: “When Baba said ‘Kaikobad 
is able to see Me” someone asked, “Baba, 
is he able to see you as you are or does 
he see you as he is able to see you?’ 
You understand the difference. Baba re- 
plied: ‘If you see Me as I am, you become 
Me.’ Kaikobad sees light, something subtle, 
because of the purity of his mind. 
what he is able to see today he is unable 
to see tomorrow. As I said, Baba once 
told the mandali what He gives, lasts 
forever. What is illusion, within illusion, 
compared to the Reality? Both are illu- 


sion! And here we are in illusion, talk- 
ing about illusion! And now it’s time to 
go to bed!” 


Laughter, in the Poona Club lounge. 
‘Jai Baba! to dear “Brother Adi” who was 


so kind in giving us his reminiscences. 
* oc 


Friday June 6th: The third day of 
Darshan. 

Again, we are in the hall of Guruprasad, 
on time—the Avatar’s time—9 o’clock. We 
are greeted by Eruch. Mehera and a West- 
ern lover garlanded Baba’s chair; then 
Eruch read an English translation of a 
Zoroastrian Prayer chanted by Kohiyar 
Satarawala, who used to sing outside 
Baba’s bungalow early in the moming at 
Satara. He runs the Ripon Hotel at Maha- 
baleshwar, a hill station near Poona where 
Baba stayed in the summer before He began 
to stay at Guruprasad. Eruch also conveys 
love greetings to us all from Dr. Ram Ginde, 
who rang up from Bombay. 


Lenny Willoughby is Master of Ceremon- 
ies for the Westerner’s program. — First 
we have three songs from “Let Us the 
People Sing” of Francis Brabazon, by the 
Luck Brothers. Then “Baba Bhagavan” 
—the same Mani had introduced to us. 
Next — Mike Childs on his inimitable 
guitar, playing and singing his own Baba 
Song. Next a short skit, by Diane Cobb 
—of a chela (Pat Sharin) asking Baba 
(Pamela Hudson with mustache!) for 
power to change a toad into a man, and 
getting a gestured “very interesting— 
come back in 700 years.” After hundreds of 
years and several meetings with the Avatar, 
the chela finally gets the point —and sur- 
renders his ego. 

Roger Lull read a poem by Josephine 
Ross, then Harold Rudd resurrected the 
Jazz Age with Baba, How I Love You to the 
tune of Mamie —and Baba to the tune of 
Chadda. Mike Childs, guitar. 

Patty Gauss read from “The Love Song 
of John Kerry,” by Francis Brabazon. Then 
Lenny followed with He’s Got The Whole 
World in His Hands—we all join of course; 
how could we resist? Then I played a tape 
of Mike Thorne’s beautiful Ancient One. 

Mike Childs followed with a guitar solo 
and a group sing-in, It’s a small world. 
Lenny and Bernie Ivory sang Divine Love 
by Francis; music by Richard Williamson. 
Gil Alvarado’s ‘gang’ put on a most amus- 
ing “Symphony of Sounds”’—Musicians 
played ona toothbrush, bubble blower, scis- 
sors, alarm clock, note book, bucket and 
ended with a spray-can finish! My Lord, 
What a Beautiful Morning was rendered by 
Lenny, Pat Hawkes and Sheri, as Mike 
Childs, Pat Sheridan strummed their gui- 
tars. Vivian Agostini then read Steps to the 
Master's Feet, another Brabazon gem; it 
was followed by a Beglin the Beguine—gui- 
tar solo by Paul Morse. 

Nexta classic Indian Dance interlude—by 
Debbie W ertz; sitarist— Mani S. Irani! Who 
then favored us with two sitar solos! “Pa- 
peeha”’—Papeeha is a bird. The song 
says: ‘Papeeha, go to my beloved and give 
him this message from me’. The second 
song says My heart, my body sways’ to the 
music of Lord Krishna’s flute’. 

I believe ours was the first darshan group 
to hear Mani play—we were honored, as she 
plays with verve and sparkle. Then she led 


us in the English arti, the hit of the §p!” 
darshan: Mike Childs on guitar, Alice Kg’ 
on recorder. a 


dear Baba! 
there, head swaying, fingers tapping 
rhythm with the music. 
In the afternoon Digambar came to 
me, I recorded several of the songs he 
composed. He had a charming voice. @ 
father was a teacher in the Babajan Sch) 
and met Baba in 1921, when Baba was 
talking. | 
Jal came by and told of the Mast Tours 
which he sometimes participated—how | 
were so cold, all bundled up while Baba 
on His thin clothes and sandals; how 
used to go through terrible thick jun 
over hills, to look for Masts, and how f 
would not even allow them time to eat! 
sleep until the Mast was contacted. Ja’ 
used to not sleeping, and now he can’t § 
much. He said Baba would be kind 
sweet to them, and harsh at the same t 
He told how his father was a wandering - 
vish. He wandered on foot from Tra, 
India. His sister forced him to marry, #16) 
picked five-year-old Shirinbi —not belie: ig }s)) 
the child’s parents would consent! — 
said this is the first Avataric time 
whole family of the Avatar has been dev. 
to Him, ‘top to bottom’. His mother hy 
dream about Baba being the Avatar, © 
He was born. ; 
The Western men met with the mara) 
at Guruprasad, around 4:30 P.M. Eeoh 
began by saying he knew Baba would s; 
the Word, and he felt Baba’s Presence: 
same as ever. Adi got up to speak, bei 
to sob, and could not stop. Then the Fit 
erns entertained with a little “Night 
sic, Madhusudan and family with We © 


come You, O Lovers of Meher and M @ \. 
Damaan Chutay Na—Don't let Me's i 
Damaan Slip.’ Madhusudan was a Bral % 
- whom Baba joined in marriage to an ii 
touchable”; this turned all his rela®s i 
against him and depressed him almovs0 4, 
the point of suicide. Baba then asked M ,, 
to compose some songs—which he did | ty 
ginning with the beautiful Bhajan, ‘O !9a hg 
I have no relatives, You are my only ila n 
tive’. ly 


About 6 P.M. it rained, and a beau’ 


4@ bow appeared in the East! We boarded 
2s again for the Poona Baba Center. 
e we found many beautiful Baba pict- 
' and books; and met the Baba workers of 
Center, including Mr. Ramakrishnan. 
on we were shown “The Great Darshan’, 
i movie of Baba’s entombment. It was 
tly taken by Mani and the rest by Don 
vens. Certain scenes were incredibly 
utiful and heart-rending. Yet, one did 
feel sorrow in an ordinary sense—to 
dear Beloved’s “Coat” being laid in 
Tomb. His living Presence among us 
Ms too strong. The song Begin the Be- 
ine was played as they laid Beloved to 
Hit, as He wished. It has become His 
L bestod. 


iturday June 7th: The 4th Day of 


ilarshan. 
‘Up at dawn—while the crows cry out in 
ye (yelt? flaming gold Mohur trees, and the bicy- 
s begin to flow down Poona road. Early 
e call! fi on the terrace, then breakfast down- 
y kin fuirs, and off to Guruprasad. Jay Falk, 
eamet8o was not feeling well, had revived and 
sere (Me to Guruprasad for the first time, on 
‘on le t- Bharucha’s cycle. 
wun)’ Eruch greets us again: Mehera and I 
a Baba’s picture; darshan has begun! 
yet’ uch says; “Last night when the men were 
jc tinelere with the mandali, we could not finish 
eu) Wering everyone’s questions....about 
lier e New Life. When we asked Baba, He 
would always say, ‘there’s only one real 
estion to be asked and ever will be asked, 
he am I’, and there’s only one answer to 
i original question—‘I am God.’ There 
e many false questions, and naturally 
awit! illusion, the answers are also false. 
wi, 0 yesterday we were sorting out the false- 
» thel] €ss of the questions: ——and we missed say- 
something of the New Life. 
“Nothing more can be said about the New 
ife than the song we used to sing then in 
he company of our Beloved Baba; it was 
omposed in Hindi by Dr. Ghani Munsiff, 
Iped by Baba Himself. Here is the Eng- 
ish translation.” Eruch read The Song 
f the New Life—and said, “this will give 
Ou some idea of what the New Life is. I 
on’t say was, because Baba said this New 
ife will be led eternally. 
- “Baba lived as a companion with us, to 
uch an extent, he would sweep His own 
0om, wash His own clothes, and utensils, 
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as we did. He went one step further. He 
had given us instructions to be honest, truth- 
ful, kind. If a dog bothered us, that was a 
slip in living that life, and Baba ordered us 
to draw His attention to it. As our compan- 
ion, He tried to guide us so we all would 
obey Him implicitly. And we also had to 
point out any slip made by Him. 

Once it happened, on the last leg of the 
New Life journey, returning to Meherazad 
Hill. It was late at night, we had no stop- 
ping place, so we found an old delapidated 
building in the dark. There were three of 
us with Baba. We found some room for Him 
and the rest of us tried to make do in the 
dark. I was on night watch. Then Baba 
clapped His hands and said, “What’s the 
noise going on outside! There’s distur- 
bance! ‘So I just stood quietly in the night 
and I heard wings flapping. It was a dove 
nesting and I told Baba, and He said, ‘throw 
it out, it disturbs me.’ 


According to the New Life we had to obey 
orders ‘good, bad, or extraordinary, —I knew 
very well that Baba had told us to point out 
the slip to be kind to all, but the orders were 
simultaneous, like His asking us to get up 
and sit down at the same time—that was the 
New Life. So I tried to catch the dove in a 
blanket, then Baba says ‘It is you who have 
slipped—why didn’t you remind me? We'll 
see tomorrow- now you go and rest’.So Baba 
allowed the bird to stay. 

“Next morning Baba said, “Why didn’t you 
remind Me of the slip, it was an unkind act!’ 
I said, ‘Yes, Baba, I forgot to remind you 
about it at that time, but then I kept quiet 
because of the ban on any argument’. Baba 
replied, ‘There should be no argument, but 
since you kept quiet, the only thing that can 
rectify this slip of mine, as you are my com- 
panion, is that some punishment be given to 
Me. I said ‘as you wish, Baba.’ He re- 
moved His sandals, and said, ‘each of you 
should give me a slap with the sandal.’ So 
we had to carry out the order. 

He was our companion, He was our friend, 
He was our God, He was our Beloved, He 
was everything to us, yet we had to obey 
Him, and each one of us took the sandal and 
gave His kneecap just a light slap. And 
Baba pinched His ears and said, ‘We should 
remember to be kind to all things and beings’ 

“All this was significant—He had to set an 
example for humanity, He had to undergo all 


these things so that we remember well. 
These are guidelines. That’s how He comes 
into the world, to have fun with us, play 
with us, now and again, so we can gauge our 
lives from the Life that He lived. He gave 
those that followed Him in the New Life a 
complete list of do’s and don'ts, yet we had 
to learn many things. We knew what Baba 
wanted us to do, but somehow or other, 
mind was still there, questions were there, 
but by His grace He immersed us very 
gradually in the process of ‘Man-o-nash’— 
anihilation of mind—the question that was 
asked yesterday. As soon as (real) Man- 
o-nash is attained, naturally, there is noth- 
ing left, of you or of me or of mind or 
divine, there is just Beloved God knowing, 
realizing Himself as He is! 


“So, this was all part of the New Life. 
I have given you a picture of it...Do you feel 
satisfied?” 

A round of applause followed. Eruch said: 
“T will give the stage over to Lenny to con- 
tinue the entertainment, then Adi will talk 
to us, then we will say the Prayer of Re- 
pentence in the presence of Baba as we 
used to do, and then I will recite the 101 
Names of God, which Baba wanted me to 
repeat very often in His Presence. Then 
all of you may take darshan- and then leave.” 

“If you do not wish to bow down before 
the chair of Baba, why, then bow down to 
Baba in your hearts, while standing. There’s 
no one whowillask you why you did not bow 
down, or why you kept standing, or why you 
turned your back to Baba. Nothing of the 
sort—it’s your business with Baba. You are 
supposed to be His lover...” 

“Each lover has his own way and if one 
bows down to Him, that does not enhance his 
dignity, or if one keeps standing in His 
Presence that will not lower his status. 
All that matters with Baba is love. How 
you express that love—is your own affair... 
Do not follow conventions. If you feel it’s 
a ritual or ceremony, piease spend some 
time with Baba, that’s all.” \ 

“The usual way we express our love spon- 
taneously with all humility is to bow down 
before the chair where He used to give 
darshan. It’s not following any convention. 
We express our love to the Beloved of our 
hearts this way. It’s a great privilege to 
share the Belovedness of the Beloved with 
you. 


in glory, haloed in light...Awakener of Er 


The first song today was a song fre 
Oliver! : Anything for You—new woi 
for Baba! Then Jay Falk sang The / 
cient One, by Mike Thorne. Julie McN 


the violin. Again, Paul Morse, from F I 
waii, favored us with a guitar solo. E 
Lemmon, in her Australian accent, re 
from “The East-West Gathering” by Fra 
ces. Chris Riger also read from it. Tomi 
Mauro, Gil Alvarado, render a song to Ba |. 
then the sisters—Bernice and Benita | f 
Meher Baba is the Lord of Love,—app 
priate tune, We Shall Overcome. 
Rudds, father and son, do A Lotta S 
About Baba (pistachio rhymes with M 
tachio), a few more group songs,—Jul 
with new words; an original song by S¢ 
Colt; Begin the Beguine sung by Pat Haw 
in which we all join in. 
= 
The speech of Adi is postponed—he ~ 
for Ahmednagar. Ronny Lane (of SMA, 
FACES) and Katie McKinnery from Lone 
were introduced as late arrivals. | 
Eruch said: “We will now join i. “e 
Prayer of Repentance, given by B eh 
Baba said He has forgiven us all at 8 
moment of Creation, the Lahar or Wk 
Our drawback is we forget that we are > oh 
given, hence it's essential we contig’ y 
say’ this prayer.’ 


ee 2 
and the Master's swt so often and \s 
told us, the mandali, that His participalilh 
will help anyone who will repeat this pre? bi 
after he drops His body. There are 
names of God. On January 14th, Hes Bi a 


Cod andtoldme te repeat them in His bE 
room at Meherazad. After each Name, Fie 
would) just circle His fingers and say, 10 
good. ’” Then Eruch read the 101 Nays 
“Forgiver of Sins...Divine Creator rasid buy 


nal Spring. . 
Eruch: 


in different ways. They entertained | 


AP hy, 
and allowed us to share in it. Our het ‘ 
are full with love and gratitude to Bi/a. ly 
I'll just express my love and that of allie bi 


men and women mandali for all of your Ke 
say JAI BABA! I bow down to youall!” | 


Did we deserve it? Anyway, we had all 
-d our best. 

‘ruch says: “You are now with Baba. 
whatever you wish to do”. Someone 


\qusite) ys the guitar...softly. 

®, fom} Silently, now, each one approaches the 
1%. Bair...each in his own way, love for Baba 
accel, @) the very posture of each one, standing, 


‘eeling, sitting or waiting for their ‘turn’. 
And just then—the movement caught my 
*%e—Baba walked thru the crowd, laying His 
nd on the head of this one—patting the 
Moulder of that one...He was young, beauti- 
Wl....then I started to choke, cry, for the 
‘st time during darshan. I hung my head 
i vith fd the tears blurred everything. I felt His 
ngs ve in my heart, so strong it started pound- 
ig by Sg... didn’t expect anything at all like this, 
hill ough I had seen him before, in His ‘subtle’ 
dy, as many people do. It’s not the sight 
vat gets you, so much as the overpowering 
/ ve, and as I looked around I saw every- 
1e was feeling it...each in his own way. 
s Eruch said: Love, and Love alone, is 
1¢ Real Darshan. 


oun Mt 
< i Outside, on the veranda, we had a chance 
lay chat with the mandali. Aloba told us 
-or ll £ the man, in Iran, who dreamed of Baba 
yea) eing in a certain house in his town, saying 
conti (am the Avatar of the Age, I am on earth, 
am in this house’. When the man awoke, 
ice inne recognized the house, went there and the 
‘owner said, “Yes, this is Baba’s house, we 
jicp 10ld weekly meetings here, but Baba is in 
(| ndia now”. So the man began to read, to 
i 20rrespond with the mandali and became a 
aba lover. Also, a man in that town was 
»qelatrested for saying “Meher Baba is God’. 
iyi, Buta Sufi judge acquitted him. 
_ Aloba continued: “Baba is God. If a man 


Names 

i{isfholds on to His Damaan to his last breath, 
ye he succeeds, that is the best thing. Hold- 
jqting on is like a signed check. It is not 


,{ loving Baba. To love Baba for the sake of 
;} Wants is not loving Baba. To love Baba and 
jf to expect nothing—that is the thing. It is 
i lf NOt necessary to ask Baba for anything—just 
i love Him, that is the best. Instead of ex- 
| pressing our needs to Baba, it’s better to 
| ask Him for love and obedience.” 

Aloba wasa student in the Babajan School 
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at Meherazad in 1927. Baba (at that time 
staying in the Tomb) called him at 9 o'clock 
to bring two books, one English and one 
other in Persian. He read one lesson from 
each book, then his uncle came and Baba 
handed him over to the uncle. He also told 
us he had three successive dreams that 
brought him to Baba at age 17. Also one 
day at Meherazad Baba’s car had gone to 
Ahmednagar. He climbed Pimpalgaun Hill 
for fresh air, then saw Baba’s car coming 
very fast. He ran down the hill, but no car 
was there. Half-an-hour later Baba did 
return. 

Seeing Baba in a vision is right, Aloba 
said. Baba’s reappearance is not impossi- 
ble, for Him it would be child’s play. “Baba 
will reappear,” he said. “I think when the 
right time comes Baba will speak out the 
Word. Baba will reappear everywhere,—it’s 
my firm belief—because the whole world 
has to change. Beba is God. A voice will 
come from God, a manifestation will take 
place in Baba’s form; whether it will be aud- 
ible with the physical ear or the heart’s ear, 
I don’t know. The time is rapidly coming 
when the whole world will say “Christ”. 
We should call God, then He comes. If the 
whole world does not call for God, He won't 
respond. The child must cry, make a storm 
in the mother’s heart, then the mother goes 
to it.” 


Ralph Hermandez asked: “Do you have 
any regrets?” 

“Sometimes I think I could have had a 
beautiful wife, children; even this thought 
is absolutely false, but it comes. We have 
to drive it away. The only prospérous one 
is the man whom Baba loves, and the one 
who loves Baba. Even though my relatives 
think I spoiled my worldly life, I have gained 
much. If you have money, money goes away. 
But to have Baba’s damaan is such a great 
thing, we cannot measure it. We don’t know 
how very fortunate we are —only Baba 
knows. If a gold ball is cut, itis all gold. 

“Baba is God in human form, and is al- 
so formless. If you worship a statue, or 
photo, garland it, it goes direct to Him; or 
if you constantly remember Him, call Him 
Meher or Baba, it’s the same. The only real 
thing in life is to serve Baba. If a coolie 
offers a pice to Baba with love, it counts 
as much as crores of rupees. A small flow- 
er at Baba’s Tomb counts as much as big 


wreathes—”. 

Thus, the morning ended. In the after- 
noon around 4:30 we were back in Gurupra- 
sad. This came about because the Los 
Angeles group wanted to show the Eastern- 
ers a surfing film, and Mani had offered us 
Guruprasad. Mike Childs strums his guitar; 
some have brought garlands for Baba’s 
chair. Mani helps Martha Markoff adjust 
her new sari. Mehera is seated by the door 
to the women’s quarters as before. Meher- 
jee Karkaria and Merwan Jessawalla speak 
to us. Meherjee says of the difficulties of 
the charter flights, “Baba does it—we are 
just instruments.” He wants a cable say- 
ing we have arrived safely. Baba’s injunc- 
tion is we are to return directly home. 
Eruch Jessawalla says “Problems become 
sweet memories. We concentrated on Baba 
and the problems lost themselves.” He 
goes on to say: “Merwan came to Baba 
in his mothers womb. Baba came to visit 
her when she was pregnant. He has no ex- 
periences. He has created a will to serve 
Baba.” Then Merwan says: “I request 
Brother Eruch to give his experiences.” 
Eruch: “What a brother! But before we 
spend time in exchanging experiences, Mer- 
wan should speak out his heart, how we can 
be of service to Baba. Merwan has had 
no time to be with you. He spends all his 
holidays working for Baba. I’m very happy 
to have such a brother who lives for Baba. 
I think Merwan should say something.” 

Then amid much laughter, Merwan takes 
out a prepared paper: 

“Beloved Baba and my dear brothers and 
sisters in Baba, 


I have been called upon, or rather forced 
to address a few words to you. Before I 
proceed any further, allow me to state that 
the art of speech making is very foreign 
to my constitution. Leave alone making 
speeches, even hearing lengthy ones, are 
to me a torture that perforce I must at 
times endure. As such I have never indulged 
in this cruel art of inflicting the pain of 
making people listen to words which are 
nothing but the expression of ignorance. 

Well, howsoever much I dislike it, I will 
not disappoint you, who have come pre- 
pared specially to take some punishment, 
though I assure you it will be an amateur 
performance. 

I am a man of few words and what I be- 


lieve in is action. Action involves effo 
One has to make an effort to breathe, 
effort to eat, an effort to drink, an effort 
provide the means of food and drink and) 
these days of tension, an effort even to » 
to sleep! However, I feel, all these effoy 
would not be worth their while if one fai 
to make the effort of efforts—the suprer: 
effort of making Beloved Baba our constai’ 
companion in our day-to-day effort of livir 
and providing the means of livelihood. Wi 
would otherwise be a humdrum and alme 
animal existence would at once be tram 
formed into 4 life full of meaning and joy. |" 


The drudgery which one dreads, and | 
which there is no end in our life on ea 
can become the very means to hold on— 
the damaan of the Beloved, whom we str* 
to make our constant companion, {) 
drudgery offers us the time and scope™ 
indulge in the luxury of the Beloved’s me 
tal companionship. This constant effi 
wears off our ego, and as a consequer) 
humility and love find scope for expressi«) | 
If we give free expression to this ne |” 
found humility and love we begin to live #) 
very message of our Beloved Avatar. C: 


$ 


J 


very life then can create a tremende} *"! 
impact on the lives of others. May Below! i 
Baba, the compassionate One, bless us |! 
our efforts in this direction to thus spre ‘ii! 
His message of Love and Truthful livix, % 
and help us to dispense with the boredom? % 
words spoken to and thrust upon tired a! #li 
unwilling ears in this age of noise. Vin 

The Silent One gave His Love to humai: ‘ii 
ty in Silence and it behooves us who le? * 
Him to spare no effort in moulding our lig ™9 
so that we may be capable of absorbif *i 
this Love and reflecting it in our own lives..| “i! 

If, however, words must be made use |) 
then let us make use of them to recowt ti 
to others our association with the Below! %x 
and various interesting incidents connec! ®\i 
with Baba, so that we keep company w: tat 
Beloved Baba even in our words. For) 
‘a lover the greatest joy is to ever be in } tt! 
Beloved’s Presence; and as Hafiz says * “ti 
best way to be in the constant company Ff “ti 
the Beloved is never to absent yourself frot “th 
Him in thought, word and deed. B Ye 

So now I will request our dear brot!) Uh 
Eruch to recount to us a few incidentsi "0 
his life of close physical association wh 
the Beloved. Xen 


i 


nvolves ¢ 
to breathe 
K, an effog 


( 


JAI BABA! 


eo eo 


ruch explains Baba’s gestures. At 
t Baba had used slates and pencils,—He 
d two persons on each side, one to offer 
> slate, one to clean it, for example when 
swering questions at a Darshan. Then 
rhaps because of the screeching chalk, 
ba discarded slates, and used to point 
letters on the headlines of the newspa- 
r,a tedious way. Then Vishnu thought of 
1 ingenious idea, —letters in rows, with 
umbers, exclamation marks. So he made 
aba’s first alphabet board. When Gandhi 
ha 1et Baba, he observed Baba’s board. He 
90 began observing silence, once a week. 

» hold oft 

_ Baba’s fingers moved so fast on the alpha- 
‘et board the mandali had to have trained 
'yes—their eyes had to travel all over the 
‘i »oard at once. Baba used Hindi, Gujerati 
eS Ns Aarathi, English and so forth; the disciple 
= had to read it all of it in the English alpha- 
a et. After many years’ silence, Baba said 
ey I'mso fed up with My Silence.” 
stoke “On October 7th, 1954, Baba said He was 
sy ( BOING to discard the board. We were so 
emnedh happy and nonplussed, thinking: He might 
: jpjy, Deak His Silence....and also, How will 
i ye communicate with us? 
1s Spe Mani then observed some lovers keep 
{ @ Silence without gestures, or board, or 
eqn Writing, like Dr. Goher’s father. She imi- 
ogy tated him delightfully. She continued: “Ba- 
‘ba found His silence most difficult when 
a “His lovers were keeping silence too. His 
vp, Silence did not bother us. His gestures 
| Were so graceful, so smooth, bright, light 
| like butterflies. Only recently when His 
neck bothered Him, He used letters. 

“When the July 10th Silence was kept by 

the mandali, idiotic things happened-like 

talking to a crow. Disciples went on with 


ce be 
gand joy: 


ads, an 


panion, 
id scope 


Bel their silence, even if they slipped. Once 
| a Mast asked Dr. Nilu ‘How come you are 
)" silent?’ Nilu replied, ‘But today we're not 
fi to talk!’ At one time we all had to observe 
‘| one month’s silence. Katie’s father some- 
"| how thought it was alright to talk out of the 
"side of his mouth, through clenched teeth,— 
(4 like a general in the army!” Mani imita- 

ted his grunts hilariously. “Baba didn’t 
know of it until it was over; He enjoyed it 
'} very much, but later told us, ‘Don’t you 


observe silence like Katie’s father.’ 
“Katie had to deal with servants, she used 
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gestures, and talked through her nose.” 
Mani called Katie to the mike; Katie ‘talked’ 
and Mani acted the servant. Mani said, 
“We had to control ourselves. Baba laughed, 
and said ‘Katie can talk through the nose 
but not through the mouth.’” 

Eruch: “So that’s how some observed 
silence around Baba on the 10th of July! 
Everything was so silent except the barking 
of the dogs, the braying of the asses. There 
was no communication except by gestures. 
It was a very painful day for Baba when 
we were on silence. But some mandali 
were given silence for long periods. Dow- 
lat Mai, Mehera’s mother, kept silent for 
over 20 years, until she dropped the body. 
It was by Baba’s orders. Her life was ab- 
solutely devoted to Baba’s cause. She was 
blessed to have a daughter who was Baba’s 
beloved and Baba was her Beloved. 

“Then there was Gustadji—a very good 
companion, who was silent. On the Mast 
tours, or work with the poor, the saints, we 
could manage Baba being incognito, though 
His personality was so unique, magnetic, 
people asked ‘who is that person?” And we 
had to say He is our elder brother.’ But 
Gustadji’s silence was not so subtle, it 
would attract people’s attention. I had to 
read his fingers. We had to deal with two 
silent personalities.” 

Mani spoke: “It was silence in the midst of 
activity, not in the cloister. Gustadji, Dow- 
lat Mai, there were not told to lock them- 
selves up, but to keep silence in the midst of 
activities.’ Eruch continues: “Baba must have 
had some reason for giving them silence.” 

“Baba discarded His alphabet board on7th 
October, 1954. He became very éxpressive, 
communicating more freely than before. It 
was Baba’s grace that we carried on;—only 
because He was Infinite Patience person- 
ified could we interpret His gestures. It 
was very ,difficult. We mis-interpreted 
gestures very often, and He repeated them 
lovingly with patience. 

“Only through His Silence can I have some 
idea of His greatness, forgiveness, com- 
passion, if at all 1 can gauge, from the human 
level, He was so extraordinary.” 

Now we were shown Baba’s alphabet, 
Mani makes the finger letters: For the 
letter R; Adis brother Rustom played cric- 
ket. R=the sign of playing cricket. S was 
just the opposite sign from R. Baba very 


rarely used letters. It depended on the 
question, the context. I'll begin with a 
few words. Man=Mustache (gesture). 
Baba likes mustaches. | Woman=Brace- 
let bangles (gesture of twisting a bracelet 
on wrist). ‘Rice and dal Baby 
eggs”...Mani went through a whole voca- 
bulary of Baba’s gestures. 

Mani explains, Baba’s love, forgiveness 
was a real experience, deep and vast as 
His compassion. “If we did something dis- 
pleasing to Baba, He’d tell us about it, 
admonish us; the greatest punishment was 
to see His displeasure. ‘Next time you do 
it I won't forgive you, ’ He said, but...He 
always did.” 


Our surfing film proved too big for the 
projector. A crisis! Eruch sent to the 
Poona Center for some Baba films. So 
we saw some footage of the last shots taken 
of Baba...at a wedding, December 22, 1969, 
of His nephew Dara. He was blessing the 
wedding. In the film Baba gestures that 
He will drop the body. The next film showed 
a birthday party for Mehera. Glimpses of 
Meherazad by Mani...and the love affair 
between the ‘lost’ Siamese cat and Baba, 
at Guruprasad. 

After the show, we disperse to our hotels 
and I ride home with Freniand Rustom Dad- 
achanji, our volunteers. Freni tells me 
how there was a story in the newspaper of 
a monk who said before dying ‘I will come 
back, and his cell was kept clean for his 
return, The story was read to Baba. Later, 
when Baba’s condition was so bad He was 
likely to go into a coma, and the doctors 
informed him, Baba said, “If I do, I will 
come back, I won't be like that monk.” 

Freni also told me how long it took 
before she came to Baba — from 1947, 
and Baba once said, in front of all, how 
long it was before she was a lover: Since 
1947.’ I thought it so great that she could 
mention this about herself. 

Bells! Music! The boys had been to the 
music store in Poona and wiped it out. A 
spontaneous “‘bhajam’ session went on till 
all hours. I fell asleep exhausted. Tomor- 


row was to bea big day—we go to the Tomb. 


~ Sunday, June 9th, the 5th day of Darshan 


We were awakened extra early by the 
hotel staff and boarded the buses with 
daylight just beginning to stain the sky. 
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Meherjee had arranged I would ride in 
car. The trip to Ahmednagar was throu} 
the ‘real India’ —country India; the spar) 
desert, the dry gullies. The bent tre 
reminded me of California so much, aj 
with so much difference. Instead of ti 


gas station and McDonald’s hamburg 


stand, a tiny village of thatched huts, (™@®" 
farmer plowing a dry field with an ox a ivf 
a wooden stick! Children with eyes dai Ld 
with koh] or hunger, surrounded our ¢& ih 
the moment it stopped at Sirur. Impossil a 
not to give! ol 

Our car got to the Tomb before the bu j Ps 


arrived. It was a cool, windy day...gre 
blue clouds rolled over the endless, be 
plain. Ann Karrasch and others, placed — 
exquisite blanket of jasmine and roses ov 
the crypt, for us all. My impression w 
Peace, peace. Baba was there...and 
there. As the Buddhist poet Nagarj 

sang: F 


After His passing, deem not thus: 
“The Buddha still is here,’ 
or, The Buddha is not here;’ 
He is above all contrasts, 
To be or not to be. 


Baba used to rest at night, the 
sides making Him colder when it wi 
cold and hotter when it was hot. Insi 
was the stretcher that had borne Bab! 
body to the Tomb, and the quote fre 
Hafiz, that Baba had transferred from t 
hall to His bedroom one-half hour befe’ ; 
He dropped the body: ; 
Befitting a fortunate slave, carry c 
every command of the Master with 
out any question of why or what. : 


About what you hear from the Mast’ 
never say it is wrong, 


Because, my dear, the fault lies in yo 


own incapacity to understand Him. \ 

I am the slave of my Master who hs ke 
released Me from ignorance; x 
Whatever my Master does is for t! 4, 
highest benefit to all concerned iN, 
—HAFIZ 1 

Again, we see the carefully presery| h 
items of Baba’s life...more remote, map 
dimmed by time, now, than in 1962. Nu ‘a 
there were glass cases around the beggf ‘| 
bow] and kafni He used in the New Lif} & 


| pillow from Meherabad, the long Ara- 
2 gown made as a gift by the women 
dali, His pink coat worn daily when 
mg darshan; the dark patched “Kamli 
at and sadra, the mended chappals He 
re for so many years; the garland of 
h flowers, made from the saris of the 
men...And His writing-desk, on which He 
ote the famous book. Jal told me how 
7) used to bring Baba’s food to this room, 
Ven Baba was writing the book—no one 
i's allowed to see it...but, once he was 
xed by Baba to draw some figures in it... 
re thet [: also explained how Rano drew the big 
“yy .giet of the “Ten Circles” under Baba’s 
““Wection; first in pencil, then, after cor- 
iction by Baba, in colors. I asked Rano 
jler if Baba ever explained the chart, and 


Outside on the veranda, another case held 
‘kitestring, marbles, a parcheesi and a 
necker board all used by Baba; I got a 
‘ck out of that as I design toys for a liv- 
of thus g! Baba—the Master game-player of all... 
® game called Maya! 
hee; | I gave my hotel lunch to someone...and 
‘, ast sat under the pandal, looking over at 
te tomb silhouetted against the desert 
ky, while some Indian women sang the Arti. 
row soon would all this be spoiled, built 
" Io, a Rome of pilgrimage? A few hundred 
i i ears...We will all be reborn then—will we 
ne Bal nake the pilgrimage too, and wish we could 
lave seen Baba in the flesh! Will we fol- 
ow a ‘Baba religion, of rites and ceremo- 
nies? Yet what is a religion—but a remem- 
lrance of God? How should one remember 


wn the Avatar? Is a prayer, a song, a chant 
 willamy worse or better than the silent thought? 
ha. How can one communicate and share mem- 


jies of Baba? oe burden now is on all 


Hanes will 


eons? 

But now it is all so peaceful, serene, 
FBpling with love. And the young ones, who 
never met Baba, feel him intensely. They 


| question Padri, the keeper of Meherabad, 
| Adi, Meherjee, Jal...and Mansari, the wo- 
/man who has lived on Meherabad Hill all 
these years. I slip into the Tomb once more 


ke bow to Beloved’s feet... 


oon, we go down the hill to see the mens’ 
1 1 hall. With its thatched roof and whitewashed 
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to Mohammed, the Mast, now said to be 
on the 6th plane. He’s bald, dark, with 
flower-like ears and dark, slow moving 
eyes...sparkling with “treasure”. .Sarosh: 
“Where is Baba?” Mohammed: “Baba is 
in Samadhi”. Sarosh: “What will happen 
to the world now?” Mohammed: “The world 
will prosper.” Sarosh: “Now bless all 
these people who have come from the 
West.” Mohammed: “I am blessing them.” 
Julie McNall plays a poignant “Begin the 
Beguine” for Mohammed. 

I sat and rested, others went inside. The 
enclosure where Baba wrote His Book; 
Gustadji’s grave, the dhuni fire which 
Baba lit for the people of Arangaon when 
they had no rain. After the rain came, the 
people built a platform around it and now 
light a dhuni fire on the 12th of every 
month. There were dried flowers from 
Baba’s samadhi (tomb) there, fuel for 
the next fire. 

On to Meherazad, where Baba and the 
mandali have been living in recent years. 
We saw the beautiful gardens, the blue 
“bus” in which was Baba’s hospital bed, 
and then—the Avatar’s bedroom. “Heavy 
vibes” in here —of love, and suffering, 
of power and peace. To walk through the 
room was like walking through silent light, 
it was difficult. 

3:45 P.M. Next stop: Ahmednagar, and 
the Center there. We crowded in, leaving 
our shoes at the door. Sarosh greeted us. 
He said Baba had opened this Center and 
had sat here for half an hour. Sarosh told 
us Baba appeared to him in a vision saying 
He wanted a Center in Ahmednagar before 
Sarosh dropped the body. So—he did! Ju- 
lie played Begin the Beguine again, we 
hummed along. Jay Falk sang Avatar; 
then Adi and the Indians sang ghazals (pro- 
nounced guzzles) while Adi played the 
harmonium. These famous ghazals were 
first sung before Baba. Adi translated: 


“ie 


You have made me a victim of 
the Sword of Your Beauty and Your 
Love! Love and Beauty are sym- 
bolized by a sword. The Beloved 
is called the murderer because 
He’s killing the sanskaras of the 
lover. ‘It is only You that has 
made me worthy of Your Love. It 
is Your greatness, Your status. 
You have made it possible to see 


all the inner worlds. You have 
opened the entire vistas of the 
inner planes. You have made me 
my own competitor — the outward 
man versus the inner man. Today 
you have made me worthy of such 
a Beloved, You have put Your eyes 
into mine eyes. It’s like Baba’s 
Nazar. The Avatar doesn’t need 
to be present. His Nazar can 
be at a distance. ‘You have robbed 
my heart completely. You have 
made me a victim of Your Power- 
ful eyes, and afterwards, made 
me Perfect, worthy of being a 
Beloved myself.’ 

“Oh God, how can I describe all 
the coquettishness of the Beloved. 
He makes me dance to His tune of 
Love! What is my heart made of? 
I do not know;—The status of the 
heart is supreme, it is not mater- 
ial or spiritual. . . ? 


Several lovely dances were performed 
by a young daughter of Mr. Bendrae. Her 
bells fell off her ankle, turning the dance 
into a silent one for the Silent One! 

Adi: “We should all take the time to under- 
stand Baba. We should at least be partially 
equipped with some answers. What I say 
now is my own personal interpretation, 
not what Baba has told me. Baba has always 
said everyone is free to interpret His de- 
clarations as they like.” 

“Take some of the declarations Baba 
made at the 1954 Sahavas, where there 
were twenty Westerners present with 
about one thousand Indians. Baba said He 
speaks in two languages; The God-language 
He speaks is his own, the other is our 
own human language. It is not possible for 
us to understand His language—we just hear 
the words, and go wild thinking about them; 
but we do understand what He says in our 
language. Sometimes He speaks partially 
in His own language, and partially in ours; 
sO we understand only part of what He 
says. Consider these different languages 
also when you hear my interpretations. You 
are free to accept or reject them. 

“In 1954 Baba said, ‘I am going to break 
my Silence.’ Don’t forget Baba has said 
‘Iam going to break My Silence in My Si- 
lence.’ ‘I will give the Word of Words.’ 
What is the Word of Words? I do not know. 


_ years to accomplish some unique vs! 


Is it the end of words? Baba said that ¥ 
Word of Words will not be something | 
will fill your ears with lectures, harang 
knowledge. To me, the Word is the pov: 
the force of His Love. He prefers to | 
the word, ‘work’. Is that the meaning? 
said it would go deep down into the h 
of every human being. So—if you ask 
whether Baba has broken the Silence) 
He has given the Word—I do feel, in my & 
way, that Baba has broken His Sile’ 
100% perfectly. His Word of Words 
been synchronized with the breaking of 
Silence; His Silence has been broken in. 
Silence. The Word is already given. 

power has been released, it has EF 
given to the world. Yet we don’t see 
change at all—anywhere. Baba says 
manifestation will be there, then I — 


rae) 


undergo a very violent death.’ H be 
3 iN 
Now let’s suppose that the force is} 


been released, and that it takes some {) 
for the force to have an effect. Anyt ig} 
new in the world must take time. Ask i 
sister who just played the violin so bewi- 
fully, how long she took to perfect her hid) 
on this instrument. She will say mee 


thing in the world, what about God un tit 
ted, unfathomable—and His spiritual w 
for the entire creation, His univers! |’ 
Science only knows of one universe. T fe 
are thousands, millions of universes, 92 
says, that science is not aware of at ll 
Baba has the profound position of (d: 
He is unlimited; He works for the ere 
creation. 


| 

“So Baba has finished the work, He 
broken the silence. He has releaseclhe 
force of His love, His power...They 
uniquely one, don’t you think? To @ 


we do not know if Baba’s work will | 


or ten seconds.... The manifestation [as |) 
to be there..it will be there. It is onja \ 
question of time. | an 

“Then Baba says: | 
period of humiliation.’ This was not fal- }) 
ly understood; Baba had to clarify he \,, 
order, the timing. Baba is for Baba jW- \, 


— 


We are (also) going to go through 
eriod of humiliation. It is our humil- 
‘on and it is Baba’s humiliation, accord- 
to His declaration. 

‘Then Baba said ‘A strange disease will 
ack my body. And that, of course 


into th ; 

sh 4 opened. Dr. Ginde, the renowned neuro- 
he Sie -geon, used to tell me: “Adi, don’t call 
linn to see to Baba’s health. Baba’s health 


: ibeyond me. If you call me, call me to 
e Baba’s darshan’. The strange spasms 
Mba used to get could not be analyzed by all 
‘te doctors in attendance. They were so 
‘kvere, so frightening, we had to lift Baba, 


ia 
i 


‘Yjace him in a chair, He had gone so weak... 


j2 urea content was so high He should have 
¥en in a coma; that is also beyond medical 
‘derstanding. 

'“Now the violent death. What is a vio- 
‘nt death? Baba said that in His own 
“nguage. Baba said,Christ was cruci- 
’ ed at one time; I underwent Crucifixion 
‘fe. That was His Crucifixion. And the 
‘iolent death might be interpreted as the 
sy " jasms He got which the doctors could 
vl) ot understand. We were eye-witnesses 
hieve ") the effects of this strange disease, the 
‘orks and spasms He used to get. Sometimes 
word seemed about to slip out of His 
~ 10uth but never did.” 

Then Sarosh greeted us: “We are happy 
2 meet here today. Beloved Baba had 
jreat influence on us. The work He has 
Hone is for the entire world, His spirit- 
tal treasure has been distributed to the 
ntire world. Where is it? You will re- 
reive it. It is already there—it will come 
ff you. The power He has released. We 
sould not believe the English would leave. 


festation will take place and there won't 
2e any question about it, it will be self- 
We have to wait, be 


iaue W F ; 
al “The trust was mentioned and we were 
on sl rged to support it. Baba’s work is the 
sat ork of love. The mandali do not ask for 
4) 


anything, not even God-realization. Baba 
says you have to become desireless..it is 
jalla game of Love.” 

_ With folded hands, a mutual Jai Baba, 
|then the arti was sung. Time to go! Find 
our shoes ...get in the car ...feed the last 


beggar at the window..drive ‘hore’ to 
Poona, for two hours into an Indian sun- 
set. As { came into the Poona Club, tired 
and dirty, a Parsee woman at the desk 
asked ‘What is it you Americans are seek- 
ing in Baba?’ ‘Love’, I answered. “Are you 
married?” When I said ‘no’, she gave me a 
pitying look. And I gave her a pitying 
thought. Poor Parsee lady! And went 
upstairs to bed. 


Monday June 10th: Last Day of Darshan. 


At 9:15 Mehera and two ladies, just 
arrived from France, garlanded Baba’s 
photo “surrogate” in the chair. Eruch 
said he hoped we had a pleasant trip yes- 
terday. We should fill in our ‘pink sheet’, 
he said. I smiled. Every week at work, 
I fill in a ‘pink sheet’. But here, we are 
to write up our impressions of darshan. 

At the end of June the mandali will leave 
Guruprasad for Meherazad. At 5:30 A.M. 
tomorrow, we leave Poona too. Mani says 
“The 10th of April to the 10th of June has 
been one gigantic love affair between Be- 
loved and His lovers. We are all different 
in our clothes, language, ways of worship- 
ping, but we are the same because we have 
the same Beloved. We thank Beloved for 
bringing this lovely family to us. It’s a 
great privilege for us to see you pouring 
love on us. This is our first darshan! We 
have seen Baba give darshan to hundreds 
of lovers, thousands have come to take His 
darshan. But never up till now, have we felt 
that we shared His darshan. Each time you 
bowed at Baba’s feet, we have felt Baba’s 
darshan. You gave to us. It’s lucky Baba 
is the ocean because you have taken so 
much love from Him! 

“Meher Baba means compassion; He 
really, truly, is Compassion incarnate, 
beauty incarnate. He did it on our behalf. 
His true suffering has been in silence. 
Laying aside His form so gently, not even 
letting the earth feel the dropping of His 
body—for that we can never thank Him 
enough. 


“In the beginning of November Baba was 
very well and walked very fast. He said: 
‘I walk so fast Harry is amazed’! (Dr. 
Kenmore was here in November.) He was 
very well—then suddenly, not well. Eruch 
said to Baba, about the darshan, ‘there is 
still time to cancel.’ Baba said “Why do 


you worry? I won't let My lovers down. 
I will give darshan.’ 

“It has been a revelation. We did not 
expect anything. Baba has not let us down. 
We cannot contain it. Our only prayer is 
we can contain it. Now we should not let 
Baba down. 

“This has been the tone of all the dar- 
shan groups. They marvelled at what they 
had received. They kept fearing it was 
only for a while. But Baba’s words will 
not be in vain. This bounty of love can 
never evaporate. Where a fruit tree is 
planted, the gardener waters it—he sees 
fresh sparkling water around the thirsting 
tree, then the water is absorbed where it’s 
needed, by the roots, and no water is seen. 
Later when the branches grow strong, flo- 
wers blossom, fruits come, the water is 
seen inits results. That is how Baba works— 
He waters, hoes the hard earth, and that 
is what we don't like. But later, one sees 
the results.” 

Eruch: “Mani has said everything that 
needed to be said. Once again we shout 
His Name: ‘Avatar Meher Baba Ki Jai!’” 

The Master’s Prayer is read again, the 
women mandali sing Baba’s Arti composed 
by Him forty years ago. A lady reads her 
humorous pink sheet ‘confession’; then 
Mani tells us “We stood out in a drizzle 
to welcome those returning from Mehera- 
bad. We did it for all the groups. It was 
such a joy to us.” 

She said Baba, before seeing His lovers 
at darshan, used to ask, How do I look? 
They'd say, Half an hour ago you looked 
tired, but now you look beautiful. At Me- 
hera’s request, Mani read a letter from 
an Indian lover in England: “I have seen 
my Beloved Baba in dreams six times. 
Once, at a vast gathering, you, Mani, were 
seated near Mehera who was weeping, 
saying Baba is gone, but I saw Baba seated 
beside you and I said ‘Look!’ And you 
turned and He embraced you, saying ‘I am 
the Only One. Do not worship anyone else: ” 

Ronny Lane from England sings: At 
Christmas Sitting by Baba’s Photo, and 
the Song of Evolution! It was on tape 
to be played for Baba. “Today Baba made 
it possible for us to hear it, “Mani said. 
Then Mehera gives us a letter from a child: 
“Dear Mr. Meher Baba! We would love 
you to visit us. We know you can help us, 


because you really love everybody, espe 
ally children. You look like God. Plee 
come soon.” 
Next, we heard some ‘sweet meats — 
tle sayings that Irwin and Edward Luck us; 
to hide inside some chocolates they sé 
to Baba. These used to delight Baba: ; 
“IT never thought of becoming God ur 
I met You. : 
Now I can’t think of anything else 
serving You.” 
“Your love makes my heart sing; Yo 
mercy is so tender, beyond expression.” 


“With you on my side I cannot lo 
“I don’t know who I am, but if you're 
the mood, I’m open to any suggestion.” __ 
“Td love to dine with one sip of ye 
Wine.” 
“This is quite old-fashioned. I love Yo: 
Ben Wright reads a letter from a lo} 
in Portland, Ben is on a “look like Ball’ 
kick, white sadra, sandals, long hair—lff 
how about the eye glasses, Ben?! 4 
“East is East 
Westis West 
Never the Twain shall meet 
—Except at His feet.” 
Mike Childs says: “I have been play of 
sixteen years to myself. Now the mv? 
is His. I use music to communicate Bia 
to other people.” He plays one of his sow}; 
Bob Weston reads out his translation f 
a Hindi ghazal — from the literal tram 
tion by Bhau Kalchuri. Mehera weeps “i 
he is reading: 


I 


What reasons will we give for living 
When You, Beloved, leave us? 
Where will the orders come from the: | 
When You, Beloved, leave usP 


What did we do and what omit 


That you have gone and left usP Mt 
Now we swallow back our tears Then 
That come when you have left us. hit 
The humming bird has hid himself: hu 
The buds know He has left us. bin 


Each moment is the last of life 
Now that You have left us. 


Where will we find such loving arms: 
Who can give such kisses? 
How then will we talk to you 
When You, Beloved, leave usP 


ard Luck 
tes they 
Baba: 

ing God 


ing ele 


t sing: | 
ession.” 


weet 


hen Youclosed your eyes, Beloved 

ow did the world keep living? 

Our life's a pyre of separation 

Now that you have left us. 

Beloved, Grant your lovers’ wish 

And let us die in You. 

This desire is all we have 

Now that You have left us. 

Ohcan you see how many fish 

Lie panting out of water? 

Who will put them back again 
When you, Meher, have left us? 

II 


you, Meher, have left us? 


| What dull justification 


- For our lives will we spin? 


- Who will take us in hand, then? 
Where will the orders come from? 


| Did we neglect you? 
_ Was our stupid fumbling finally 
_ More than even your vast patience 


Could endure? 
You have hidden yourself 


et ol And now begins the endless game 
em of seeking, seeking. 


iat The salt of our own tears 


iss 


pslation 


Will not quench our thirst for you. 
The hummingbird darts no more 
Among his buds, 

And they droop in useless beauty. 


Where will the bees find their nectar, 
Now that the bloom has fallen? 
Without you, what we live 

Is not life, 

But living death. 


Who will embrace us now? 
Whose cheek will give our cheeks warmth? 


_ Alltalk is empty 


When we do not talk to you. 


With the closing of your eyes 
How did the sun dare shine? 


- Separation is an endless fuel 


For the fire that burns us now. 


Oh God , let us die, 
For we are sick 
_ With the incurable wound of your leaving. 
We gasp, like fish 
_ Pulled from the stream. 
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Have youno compassion 
For our pain? 


Death is the only medicine 
And who, now, will administer it, 
That you, Meher, have left us? 


BABA SAYS: Why do you sorrow? 
Tamas close to you 
As your own breath. 


ePoereoeooooKv os oonoKH Oooo R 


Mani then reads “Today —a poem by 
fourteen-year-old Rebecca Pally. Then— 
how could we end the meeting without our 
two theme songs, Begin The Beguine and 
Baba Baghavan! Mani playing the sitar 
adds a beautiful sparkle, Julie McNall plays 
the Arti on her violin, Mike on guitar. 

“Farewell, dear brothers and_ sisters. 
We keep Baba with us. You take Baba with 
you,” are Eruch’s last words to us, the 
last group of Darshaners. Mutual good- 
byes, hugs, smiles and tears everywhere. 
For the last time we hunt for our shoes on 
the steps of Guruprasad: JAI BABA! It 
is all over now... 

But it is my good luck to see Guruprasad 

again. I go to have tea with Mehera and the 
other women around 4:30. Dianne Cobb 
and Joan Ruby are there too. As Dianne 
sketched her, Mehera tells us a story of the 
New Life. One time on their journey they 
took shelter in a house in North India. The 
women begged Baba to stay another day so 
they could wash their clothes and hair, and 
Baba consented. So they came to know the 
elderly English couple living next door. 
Through a series of mishaps, they were 
destitute, without funds to return home. 
When Baba heard of it, he had Dr. Donkin 
wire for funds and pay their passage back 
to England, Mehera also told us the story 
of the prisoner who cried out that he would 
believe in God if he got out of prison tomor- 
row. 
Early the next day they let him out—for no 
apparent reason! Much later, when he dis- 
covered Baba,Baba reminded him of the day 
he called on God to deliver him. ‘I was in 
that town, on that day.’ Baba said. 

Even with the lines of grief etched on her 
face, Mehera’s beauty still glowed...true 
spiritual beauty. Baba once said of her: 
“She is the purest soul in the universe.” 

Dianne continues: What a darshan it was! 
Baba had never been so generous! It seemed 


that from every eye light was spilling. What 
joy...and what grief! Mehera seemed the 
sum of all this feeling. After morning dar- 
shan, many women would gather round her 
bed where she sat telling stories of Baba 
in the old days...stories about His ‘endear- 
ing little ways’. Her eyes would dance and 
sparkle and her face was seven years old, 
then suddenly she would recall His suffer- 
ing, and that He was no longer there, and 
that was quite awful to watch. She said 
“Upasni told Him not to take on this Si- 
lence- that it would bring nothing but suffer- 
ing. But Baba said, ‘I was born to suffer.” 
She also said that Baba loved to sing, loved 
to walk fast, and had a fiery temper in the 
old days. But one by one He denied Him- 
self all this delight and took on terrible 
suffering. She mentioned the pitiful thinness 
of His legs those last months. She said, 
“Love Him, never forget Him for a moment! 
He loved to be loved!” 

What came to me this time was the great 
human love Mehera has for Baba. She 
loved Him not only as God, but as her dar- 
ling, her child, her baby. And all the years 
of being His best beloved have not made her 
casual about His least kindly gesture. Twice 
she recounted how Baba had sat on her bed 
— He never sits on anyone’s bed —and, she 
said, she was greedy—she asked Him to sit 
on the other side also and bless it with His 
Presence. 


I was sitting by her one darshan morning 
and saw Eruch speaking. I said ‘Eruch is 
doombu—doombu (roly-poly)! | Mehera 
looked thoughtful and said, “No, that is the 
wrong use of the word. Only babies are 
doombu-doombu. But do not get attached 
to any of these people or their talk. Think 
only of Baba.” 

“Think only of Baba”. The last hug, the 
last embrace from Mehera, Mani, Rano, 
Naja, Khorshed, Meheru... It was like 
leaving your real family..those who are 
travelling with you on the Real Journey, 
back to the Beloved. : 

Our last evening in Poona was spent at 
the Poona Baba Center. Madhusudan and 
his dear family entertained us with two 
songs, then Ramkrishnan welcomed us: 

“We are conscious we are welcoming 
Meher Baba who resides in the heart of 
each one of you; knowing, feeling His pre- 
sence in your hearts, we embrace you and 
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of splendors. 


we welcome you into our lives. 
down to your love for Him, the love th) 
has caused you all to cross continents at 
countries to come over here to bow dag 
to Him in your hearts. 
“This assembly of the awakened one 
this coming together of Jovers in this how 
He has created for us, gladdens our hear § 
we rejoice in His glory and we are gral) 
ful to Him. Lite appears to me as an en” 
less experience of amazements. As a chil” 
I thought God was my father and the Wo | 
was my mother. When I grew up I 
amazed to know God walks on earth a 
after age as man. And after many ye 
I was amazed to know of His coming tk 
I might meet Him in this world and - 
Poona! I was told God was here on ear’ 
And one fine morning I watched Him fre 
a distance; a few months later I walked F)¥) 
hind this man with many others, and climb) ¥ 
to the top of a hill: Meherabad Hill, and t 
multitude gathered around Him. It was 19) 
Since then, I have been trying to follow H 
and serve Him along with many in Poow 
and wished we could havea house where * 
could come together, sing His prais, 
out of His great compassion He made t 
possible. Again, to my great amazemé) } 
He opened this door with His own Div |” 
Hands and sat on this chair. The childy| ) 
and the grown-ups sang songs of welcor| | 
Seven children in seven colors, with sev| |, 
garlands in seven colors garlanded Him a 
danced before Him; and He distribu 
sweets to us. We are all children. 
have been trying our utmost to maintain 
sanctity of this place, the atmosphere Gil _ 
has created to bring us together. 


“One of the recent Masters said regar- 
ing the Avatar, “The Avatar takes uyol 
himself the nature of humanity, though i} 
consciousness acting behind it is divine.’ 

“For /the earth-conscious, the very f 
that God manifests Himself is the great 
We have been living uny 
the spell of this splendour for so me! 


years. Thousands coming from vari} ‘Ww 
countries, various creeds, to be with Fil 
for a few minutes. On every occasiowl ‘iy 
was present. This is amazing. Now I +3 tii 
men from various parts of the world cok Ww 
ing to Poona, honoring His invitation for [5 ly 
darshan and bowing down to Him in thir *{j 
hearts. lam amazed. er 


“ou, brothers and sisters, you have been 
‘@>uruprasad, where He gave His love 
'- after year, where He is sleeping now 
700 years. You have been to Mehera- 
where He has dropped His body, and to 
house that He created and blessed. 
Blessed indeed are those who have His 
ishan...If we have darshan once, we need 
Mhing else. But I hope you have His Real 
E:shan...some of you, at least one of you! 
B: few of you carry His love back to the 
»st, I am sure this world will be served, 
-we have to have His Real Darshan, and 
ry His real love. It is time to be grate- 
¥. A few of you have been embraced by 
Fa, kissed by Him, fed by Him, drank 
‘m His hands, ate from His hands. I 
#! everyone in Poona, from the West, 
Worth, East, South, everyone—those of us 
§io have been blessed by His physical con- 
t,—it is for us to spread the fragrance 
« His love. 
’ “He called a few of us in His bedroom and 
wve us a bottle of sweet drink, he asked us, 
ch of us, ‘Why have I done this now?’ 
ach one told his interpretation... Many are 
‘ying of thirst..or need spiritual help’. 
yme said, ‘Baba gave His love to us, let 
‘3 go out of this room and spread the fra- 
ance of His love to the world.’ 
| “That time has come. You have come 
ve" ere and you have honored His invitation 
iti”) Guruprasad, Meherabad, Meherazad, 
{lim 90na Center — but have you found Him? 
‘tibl| "he same drama was enacted ages ago, 


‘hen the gopis asked; ‘through which lane 
tas My Beloved gone?’ From April 10, 
969, I have seen the same drama being 
nacted at Guruprasad; — lovers going 
/rom room to room, looking for Beloved; 
- but He can be found here, in our own 
dearts. Meher Baba was a human being, 
po we might see His beauty, have in- 
sight, see God... If we would have 
‘His Darshan we must bow down to Him in 


peach one, black, yellow, white, green. But 
("| He has disappeared like Krishna; we are 


/searching every street. When we look here 
| (touching his heart) we will find Him, we 
‘will hear the Word made flesh, we will 
have the Real Darshan. He has come and 


“Beloved brothers and sisters, you have 
| given us inexpressible joy. It has fulfilled 


69 


all our wishes of life.” 

More music follows: He’s Got The Whole 
World In His Hands, and... Begin the 
Beguine because Baba had often asked for 
it to be played....then, we all join in Hank 
Mindlin’s Western Arti. “Mira” dances 
and places a pink garland on Baba’s pic- 
ture. The children of Madhusudan sing 
How We Love Baba. Madhusudan says 
they love Baba not because He is the God- 
man, but because He gives them chocolates! 
A group of children sing “Let Us Go to 
Meher Baba’s durbar where we will get 
peace and happiness.” A new group do a 
marching song, taking Baba’s Name. The 
boys march, the girls sing, they seem to 
cover miles, without moving! Najoo Kot- 
wala sings next, a little boy and girl do an 
Indian farmer’s harvest dance; it was per- 
formed before Baba who liked it very much. 
Two more children recite the Master's 
prayer, the Repentance Prayer. Dr. Desh- 
mukh rises and says: “Truth is His Da- 
maan. Take Baba’s Truth with You!” A 
real jam-session Arti ends this East- 
West Baba Meeting, and we walk out into 
soft starlight, down a narrow dirt lane, to 
the eternal buses, shouting a last “AVATAR 
MEHER BABA KI JAI!” 

We were up at 3 A.M. the next morning. 
Breakfast of tea, Indian toast, our last 
mango! Good-bye to dear Dr. Donkin, and 
we walk to the Railroad Station past the 
sleeping beggars, to board the Deccan 
Queen, guided as ever by loving volunteers, 
many of whom joined us on the trip back to 
Bombay. In the afternoon, each of us ‘did 
our own thing’ —for some, this was just 
resting in the hotels,—others shopped or 
‘sightsaw’ in the over—1l00 degree heat. 
At 4 P.M. many of us visited the Bombay 
Baba Center, where another East-West 
feast of music, bhajans, took place. I was 
invited with several others to have dinner 
with Dr. Ram Ginde at the Wellington Club. 
A delightful occasion that ended on a jar- 
ring note: news that one of our darshaners 
was suddenly taken ill. We had to leave 
Jay Falk in India! Bombay Airport....and 
154 lovers of Baba, loaded down with love, 
memories, fatigue, an entire Poona Music 
Shop (154 sitars, alone), and, who knows? 
A bit of the ‘Real Darshan’ in their hearts, 
left India at 1 A.M. Baba time. 

JAI BABA! 
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—Aloba yk 


“Being at Guruprasad was like being in a hall of mirrors—wherever one looke@@ 1: 
there was Baba reflected! There was such closeness, few words needed to be spoken 


all that was necessary was ‘Baba, Baba!” 1 
—James Taylor 78 

og 

“There is no heaven can hold 1 a 
A single grain of gold 7 


Within His eye 
The promised shore, the homeward journey spun 


And spun :. 
And won— 
More gold than ever could be cried.” fi 

—Joan Ruby , 


“Now all seclusions,*exclusions and all are finished. I add, and our tears begix | " 
But these tears will fill the void for us to swim to the other shore where He, Belove} 4 
Baba, will embrace us in the final Embrace. So be of good courage and weep arm} ! 
smile and laugh and say,.‘Jai Baba’” \ 

—Francis Brabazon 


a i 
“It is impossible to describe all that happened to me at Darshan . . . quite simp!) | ! 
I realized without a shadow of a doubt, my true goal in life is and always has bees! | 
to become One with Baba. All the loose ends of my existence were welded togeth 


at darshan. My mind began to become a servant of his will, rather than an antagonis| 
My heart just opened as far as it could go then. I felt love pouring out of me like | : 
mountain stream from a rock.” i ! 


—Mike Childs 
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“One night it was my good fortune 
to see Adi at the Amir Hotel. He 
related some anecdotes. He had been 
discussing Predestination and Grace 
with Eruch. Baba casually entered 
their room and hearing them, turned 
and said that at any time, if He had 
the whim, he could uplift a scoundrel 
to Godhood. This calls to mind some- 
thing else Baba said: ‘I never 
change plans. It is all one endless 
plan of making people know there is 
no plan.” 
—Adele Wolkin 
' “Again and again, it was not Meher 
Baba’s divinity which amazed me, 
but his extraordinary humanness—his 
playful joking, his tenderness, his 
love as one’s friend, and his winning 
personality which reverberated all 
around him. Frankly, while in India 
I forgot most of Baba’s statements 
and the generalities I had heard about 
him, for the love and example of his 
disciples was enough to instinctively 
know the Baba who is the center of 
their _ lives. I remember Baba’s 
brother Jal saying at the railway sta- 
tion the day we arrived, ‘You'll see 
Baba, You'll see Baba.’ And I do 
feel that I have seen Baba the human 
Baba. Knowing Baba through his inti- 
mate disciples is like Infinite God 
becoming man to make Love known 
to us—through this most loving of men 
we can know God.” 
—Dot Pierpont 


“Armavaz recalled, ‘Baba said to us, 
one day you will look over many shoul- 
ders when I give darshan, you close 
ones. I see now what He meant.’ 
Mani recalled Baba saying ‘Darshan 
on my own terms. ‘Baba fixed the 
appointment. It’s sad for those who 
did not come, who felt that Baba was 
with them anyway. Baba issued the 
call....He knew.’ ‘If Baba is Who HE 
is, then it’s an act of faith to come, 
for Baba lives eternally. Therefore 


the darshan was held as planned,’ 


Elizabeth said. 

“Then Mani repeated, ‘Baba kept 
saying with a father’s pride and a 
mother’s love—You will see My boys 
and girls, you will see My boys and 
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girls. She showed us how Baba made 
the circle sign for “good” with his 
fingers, while telling them about His 
boys and girls. ‘Now, we see what 
He meant,’ she added, then recalled 
how, after Baba dropped the body, 
Mehera asked, What shall we do now? 
And how it came to Mani clearly, 
suddenly that Baba had said several 
months ago, ‘In March, you march 
to Poona.’ So, immediately they be- 
gan to pack to go to Poona.” 
—Jane Haynes 
“That recording of that little tune 
Begin the Beguine, in 1936, was the 
real turning-point in my life.” 
—Artie Shaw 

“It became so overpoweringly obvious 
that Baba’s plans for darshan were 
based on the absence of his physi- 
cal presence, and that there was no 
limit in time or space to the exper- 
ience of his true presence. Madhus- 
udan made me aware of two things, 
one, a glimpse into Baba’s unutter- 
able human attributes, the. God-Man, 
a paradoxical merging of God and 
man, doing the work of God with the 
attributes of man. The other was a 
warning against turning love for Baba 
into aritual. 

“Pukar spoke to us too. He told us 
that when he was a young man, he ex- 
perienced himself as God, but suffer- 
ed greatly because he did not have the 
power to do the work of God. After 
finding Baba, he then saw Baba as his 
true self. This raised the question of 
what were we all to do, now that Baba’s 
physical identity has left us. I was 
immediately drawn to the answer, “You 
must try to see Me as I really am.’ 
Baba had said this again and again. 
Once again, I faced my real task, my 
essence: the constant experiencing of 
that question, ‘Who am I?’ Knowing my 
true self and seeing Baba as he really 
is seemed powerfully to be the same 
experience.” 

—W. Ward 

“Adi Irani came up and talked to us 
that night. His booming voice again gave 
me the strange feeling that Baba himself 
was talking to us. I remember he said, 
“Baba has only tumed his back on us 


fora little while. ThenI cried again. .. . 

“Then Baba’s darshan: I sat on the 
floor and looked at Baba’s chair and his 
slippers and wondered if I should ever 
see him in person. The tears fell like 
rain. I couldn't find enough handker- 
chiefs or Kleenex. All of a sudden I 
heard an inner voice say, ‘Let not your 
heart be troubled, for if you believe 
in God, you believe in Me. Blessed 
are they that have seen and more 
blessed are they who believe and 
have not seen. It was as if an actual 
voice had spoken out loud. Then I really 
wept unashamedly, for the love of God... 
“He was there. He is here. Now is 
the time. Here is the place. Baba 
has come. He is and only He is and 
it is ourselves who are dead...” 

— Lee Minchey 


“Francis has given us to understand 
that we have come here to bow down to 
our Beloved in our hearts. That is taking 
His darshan here,” Eruch said. He 
described how Guruprasad Hall was 
filled with people when Baba gave 
darshan to both Easterners and Wester- 


ners, sometimes permitting them to 
come close to Him to bow dow at 
His feet; sometimes telling them 


to stand at a distance and_ greet 
Him just with folded hands; sometimes 
permitting any and all to approach Him. 
And how, at times He would say: ‘Just 
be seated,’ and then get up from His 
seat and bow down deep before the 
gathering and thus, take darshan of 
all His lovers Himself, saying that 
His having taken darshan of the lovers 
amounted to the lovers having taken 
darshan of the Beloved. “We have the 
physical presence of this very Hall 
surcharged with His love, and we have 
the feeling of’ His physical presence 
in our hearts.” 
— Eruch 


“After several days of darshan, once 
night I remained awake thinking about 
all we'd seen. The room was dark. Shortly 
I felt strange vibrations towards my fore- 
head. After a while I saw a dark figure 
of a man slowly walking into the room, 
though the door was closed, to the foot 
of my wife, Chady’s, bed. I tried to rise, 
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_Chady confirmed this but said she lovee 


but found I couldn’t move. Later, 
next day, I found out Chady had had 
very same experience. Shaken by 
she had happened to find a volume o 
Baba’s discourses and started read 
...and came to the part about Baba’s w 
with the lepers. At this moment a vo 
spoke to her in a way she could unde 
stand, saying, “You must help them.’ 
immediate reply was, ‘How can I hel 
them?’ Then the voice proceeded to g 
her explicit detailed instructions. 
lepers are very dear to me, the vo 
said, ‘especially those in the Sassoor 
hospital. They must be made to fee 
happier in their suffering, as they live 
in a depressing atmosphere. Their sur 
roundings must be made brighter, more 
cheerful, which will help take their mindé 
off their suffering.’ The voice went or 
to give directions for painting the room! 
bright ‘sky blue’, for new iron beds: 
mattresses, sheets, water coolers, and & 
picture of Baba in each room. Chady 
wrote it all down on an old envelope 
but replied that we had only $100 cash 
with us. The voice told her, I ha 
chosen you for this project and will | 
a way. What you have is enough to 
start the work.’ H 
“To make a long story short, we tol 
our experiences to Jal, Baba’s bro 3 
who took it all as nothing unusual ane 
immediately set about to carry out the 
work, after obtaining permission of tha 
hospital director. Later He sent us photo: 
of the first ward, with the lepers sitting: 
on. their new beds, with happy faces 
under one big picture of Baba. Ane 
we did find extra funds waiting for w/ 
in New York to complete the ward. | 
“One more interesting thing happene« | 
to Chady...on one of the last days, Meher: 
called /for her and told her she knevs 
Chady did not believe in Baba’s Divinity | 


and believed in God only. Mehera tole 
her that is all that Baba ever wante«| | 
us to do in the first place, and she woule] — 
come to Baba later.” 7 

— Lee Moore + 


“One of my _ strongest  realizatiors! 
about experiencing Baba during an» 
since Darshan has been the recogni) 
tion and even delight in finding Bab»! 


in all feelings in myself, not just 
“limiting” Him in my mind to feel- 
ings of bliss and joy, but knowing He 
is the onlv Reality beyond the All. 
Believing in Baba is knowing there is 
always something more to become 
than what you already think you are; 
loving Baba is finding that your heart 
can melt and sing a more vibrantly 
joyous song than ever before and sur- 
rendering to Baba is having faith that 
in giving up all you think you are, you 
will become all you really are.” 

“A man came to Baba asking what he 
could do to remember and love Him 
more. Baba asked the man if he loved 
his wife. “Yes, of course, she is very 
beautiful and I love her very much.’ 
Baba then asked the man if he had to 
remind himself to love his wife by 
taking her name every day.” 


“I never understood the term “holy” 
until I met Mehera. There is a depth 
in her eyes—she sees one thing—Baba.” 
“Visiting all those places I felt com- 
parable to a man drinking at a well 
in an oasis not because he is thirsty 
at the moment, but because he knows 
that soon he will be in the desert again 
and there will be no more water for 
awhile.” 

“Mani had said earlier that it was like 
getting a whiff of the New Humanity, 
like the whiff of the ocean that you 
get even before you see the ocean.” 


“T raised the question of intellectual- 
izing about the meaning of holding 
onto Baba’s damaan. Eruch told me 
what that really meant. He _ said 
to visualize a little child with its 
mother in a busy market-place holding 
on to his mother’s skirts so as not to 
stray from her. Francis said (I recall 
at this point he was speaking in general 
of Baba lovers) it was important to be 
as children and to pray in seclusion. 
He said that making a show of one’s 
devotion was immature bragging, creat- 
ing separateness. He talked about art 
and why he felt this to be such an im- 
portant endeavor--art veiled the art- 
ist, the expression attained its proper 
prominence. 

At Darshan I began to feel the Be- 
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loved’s personal special humanness, 
through all of you. Before He was 
overpoweringly God and Christ; now 
He is infinitely more, being our beau- 
tiful Baba, the man, our friend. 
Every day He is more God, more 
a ‘mighty Beloved’.....and every day 
more Man, more specially Meher Baba. 
I remember on the third day of 
Darshan, Baba was so close and full 
of love that every time I heard His 
Name or saw His Picture I just 
cried, it was so incredible — for He 
is the only One, the Only one in 
my life, and He has come and let 
us know of Him.... 

“Thank You, Thank You, Thank You 
Beloved Baba, for fulfilling Your great 
promise: ‘sometime, somewhere, 
somehow.” 

“T really feel that now I actually know 
that Meher Baba is Love.” 

“At Baba’s tomb, some young people 
had put garlands around their own 
necks while waiting in line.  Padri 
said, ‘When you bring a gift or offer- 
ing to the Master, you do not partake 
of the least part of it. A garland is 
made, or purchased, just for the Mas- 
ter. If the perfume accidentally comes 
to you, you cannot help it, but you 
never put it to your nose to smell it. 
If you put it around your neck, the 
garland is yours. If you later offer 
it to the Master, it is as if you 
were giving Him your prasad. So 
you take the garland with loving 
care, but no appreciative glances 
(as this gratifies your sensesy — di- 
rectly to the Master and give it 
all to Him for His pleasure.’ 


“At the tomb there was such hollow- 
ness of heart in me. When I entered, 
I knew that Baba had gone from this 
place. It was as if I was standing 
in the shadow of the lamp of His love. 
I was filled with sorrow. As I kissed 
His footstone I felt only an over- 
whelming wish from the depths of my 
heart to be rid of all that would hin- 
der me from being the complete 
expression of His wish, His glori- 
ous wish, His infinite wish, His all- 
encompassing wish—to be done with 
all thought of me and mine forever.” 


On the breaking of Baba’s silence, 
Francis summed up his view thus: 
“There’s two ways of lookin’ at it— 
either He did or He didn’t. If He did, 
I didn’t hear ‘im, and until J hear 
it, 'm not gonna believe He did, no 
matter what anybody says.” 


“T asked Eruch about Baba-work in 
the U.S.A. He replied that Baba had 
emphasized that “not hurting people's 
feelings” was one of the most impor- 
tant things in spirituality.” 


“You who came, honouring God-Man’s 
invitation, accepting His terms without 
knowing what they were, not expect- 
ing anything or not knowing what to 
expect, you received more than you 


could contain. That which you received, 


we saw it flow over from your eyes 
reflecting His beloved image. We 
heard it flow over from your lips ma- 
king His Name resound wherever you 
went. In buses, on your way to Baba 
places, at railway stations, at aero- 
dromes, wherever you started from 
and whenever you got down, your cries 
of AVATAR MEHER BABA KI JAI 
rang out His victory! 


Never had Poona such plentiful sho- 
wers of His Name, never had such 
numbers of visitors from foreign 
lands poured. into its hotels at a 
time—and in the middle of summer 
too, when foreign residents» usually 
leave to seek the cool air of hill- 
stations! Your call of ‘Jai Baba’ 
wherever and whenever you greeted a 
lover, on or across the streets and 
in shops or hotels, was so familiar 
to hotel staff and taxi drivers and 
shop keepers and_ railway porters 
that they refer to you as the JAI 


BABAs. To the glorious history of 
Guruprasad you added a_ unique 
chapter. It made its gracious owner, 


Maharani Shantadevi, who never mis- 
sed a Darshan held there in the past, 
remark to Mehera at parting: “Baba 
did not let His lovers down. This was 
indeed a Darshan of Darshans.’” 


“From the first day, when over 200 of 


you came from the west coast of U.S.A., 
you set the tone and tempo that made the 


° See page 34 


Darshan months an unbroken symphony 
Morning after morning when you arrived) 
to keep your date with God, our hearts), 
thrilled to see the long line of buses and) /itlé 
cars bringing you through the gates an 
down the driveway of Guruprasad amidst) 
your thunderous cries of AVATAR MEHER}), 
BABA KI JAI! Sweet music of His Name 
that pierced our hearts every time we 
heard it, that soaked into the very walls 
and lofty ceiling of Guruprasad Hall whiel 
you filled each day. That His Presence}, 
was so powerfully felt by you and us, that 


ience that only His Silence can contain 
Shallow word-platters cannot hold it. Jus: 


Darshan, “I am striving to write the un 
writeable, because it is not possible to say 
what Love! was the receiver of.” 


gifts. The time for toy-gifts was over 
now nothing less than the gift of your sell” 
would do for the Highest of the High. Bein: 
rich in His Love, you brought Him th 
offering that He had gifted to you. Yo 
brought Him your heart filled with H 
Name, pouring it out to Him in song ani 
poetry, touching His Heart that He opene» 
for you, bathing His feet with showers cj 
love, winning His smile with your pe» 
formances. You entertained Him superb] he vi 
with plays of spiritual content and va 

drous humour, with musical concerts an 
puppet shows, with delightful skits am 
jokes. We heard many instruments pley|#'* 
Begin The Beguine, many voices  siré Hn 
the Arti in English.? You brought all kine Jig 
of instruments with you to regale Him wit 
music: guitar, violin, banjo, flute, r» } 
corder, trombone, saxophone. Althoug: 
there was not much room for words § 
your hearts and ours, how beautifully yo 
spoke of His Love in the language of mi 
sic, the language that helps to make F# 
Silence heard! 


DOUG? 


SO THIS IS EDEN 
Darshan, May 30, Guruprasad 


_ toming to Your house, how far we have 
me; how far to go to be here. 


urrying the burden of our hearts 
rit knew where it was going 
“ne heart was heavy and calm 
rit knew where it was going. 


ne heart was hushed and shaking 

rit feared where it was going. 

ur heart was dragging us like the life- 
ver drags the struggling swimmer 

om the ocean. To the Ocean. 

ur shy bodies dissolving around you, 
1us, carring you to yourself. 

‘oming home anda foretaste of 

‘oming home. 

foretaste because although we are home 
Ithe time, it is still a long way to be here. 
fere where the heart is. 


“ suruprasad called us home to send us 
ome to ourself, wherever we are. 


Vherever we are, you are. 


II ; 
e have wept, we have laughed 
e have sung and we have listened. 
ow we are approaching silence, 
no more weeping for a while. 


“So many strange emotions and strangers 
have entered and left. 
And now just the full apenee heart 


Waiting to find you at hoe 
/in our own country. 


Hin the flame of your name 
0 Meher, our heads are laid at your 
feet, may they never rise again. 


) O Meher, allow us to bow the head so 
perfectly so it may contain the 
entire heart of devotion. 


| O Meher. 


Ill 


: Father, you have been waiting at the 
| gate so patiently. 


Father, we the prodigal children. 


Father, your arms are so strong about us 
now. Never will we forget the sweet smell 
of your house. 


You have set the finest ring on our 
finger, Oh whata feast we have had. 


Oh whata gift. 
Giving the gift of ourselves to you. 


We have come bleating to the gentle 
sacrifice where you sacrifice yourself 
upon the altar of our hearts. 


Weare leaving the marriage bed 
dazed at the power of your love. 


Oh Meher, Beloved invisible, 

you have shown us justa little of 

yourself and already we are stumbling about 
the garden bleating your name. 


You have held a magnifying glass to our 
hearts gazing back into your eye; Oh what 
an oceanic blazing eye you have. 


And when you wink our hearts disintegrate 
in your tender laughter over us little lambs. 
What shy lovers we have been. 


iV 
You have opened the flood gate ever 
such a little way and already we 
want to shout love from the 
rooftops, love in the trees, make love 
in the tombs and love the 
howling humble bees. 


Contain us Baba 

do not let us burst. 

Feed us Baba and wean us 

Use us Baba use us in whatever way you 
use us. 

Without doubt we are leaving your house 
knowing we are home. 

Meher we are on our way home. 


All together now. One.... 
Baba is good for you. Baba works. 


Accha! Accha! Accha! 


Craig San Roque 


ay 


wonomm “The Last Darshan Glimpse" 


First noticed by Mehera one evening in July, 1969, Beloved Baba’s image appeared in | 
tree outside the window of her room. It is a natural formation in the bark, untouchec 
hand. . .and appears slightly raised, as in a plaque. At different times of day the lighr 
is such that Baba’s eyes actually seem to open. It was still distinguishable in Decem: 


and many people would come to Meherazad Ashram to take darshan of this image f 
Baba in the tree. i 
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Tale 


jinued from Page 15 


script: On the way back from India our 
p flight stopped in Tokyo, then Hawaii. 
ne Kerr, Allan Cohen and I decided to 
in Hawaii for a few days’ rest. We ar- 
at 1 a.m. Hawaiian time. Seeking re- 
aments at this hour led us to the only 
e open—a bar. 

stranger came to our table and asked me 
ance. . . the tallest man I’ve ever seen! 
t's how I met Stan Alopa. The more we 
ed with him about our trip, the more 
\ed-on-to Baba he became. 

‘ll of us spent the next three days together. 
feasted us,—while we feasted him with 
pa! The result: Stan Alopa and his young 
nd, Paul Morse, went to the last week of 
/shan. . .JAIBABA! 


RES es AR RE 


FRR RE RS 


ppointment 
ntinued from Page 21 


bw that Baba has dropped his physical 
idy He becomes “The Man Who Died,” 
id in time will become more widely 
Meognized as the Avatar. The personi- 
tation of God is always seen as historical 
her than contemporary, so that it now 
“safe” for the world to come 
The fact that the God-Realized 
fan was rather than is, somehow lends 
‘edence to his identity. But after being 
darshan I am quite convinced that Baba 
not historical at all, body or no body, and 
erefore he will fool humanity when he 
anifests. He will suddenly convert his ex- 
tence as a recent figure of the past, to 
meone who is very much present. Then, 
7ith full consciousness, we will recognize 
urcommon Godhood. 

Baba had once said, “Be composed in 
e Reality of My Love, for all confusion 
nd despair is your own shadow, which 
ill vanish when I speak The Word.” 
then will this happen? No one can say. 
ut getting there will be a thrilling divine 
omance. 
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Highlights 
Continued from Page 26 


struggles, your efforts have been noticed 
by him, our Beloved. My heart goes out to 
those who could not be here.... That unfor- 
tunate young person healing in traction, her 
heart is trying to be here....May I remind 
you that Baba said, ‘Be true to the trust I 
repose in you, and remember Me whole- 
heartedly.’ 

Eruch: “Let the children come here 
first (for darshan). 

Mani: “What can I say about children? 
If Baba hadn't loved children so much, he 
wouldn't have loved us so much! Wherever 
Baba was and where there were any child- 
ren, they somehow always came to him. I 
remember in 1952 on the plane to the U.S. 
— of course, nobody knew who Baba was — 
the children would walk down the aisle and 
constantly stop where Baba was sitting and 
caress his coat or look up at him. And their 
mothers would be after them, ‘Don’t disturb 
that gentleman!’ Then Baba would smile, 
the mothers would relax and forget to scold... 
I think they wanted to come and caress Baba 
too! (laughter). Recently, a couple who 
loved Baba for many years wrote us that 
their little two year old child woke up at one 
o'clock at night, called her daddy and said 
five times, very clearly, ‘Daddy, Meher 
Baba is God’” 
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Pilgrim’s Progress 


Continued from Page 31 


to make way for the oneness of His Real 
Coming in our midst. 

Now we must uphold Baba as Baba always 
upholds and sustains His creation which is 
made of Himself. Where is Avatar Meher 
Baba now? Is He everywhere? No, He is in 
His lovers. His lovers carry and _ sustain 
Him, God the sustainer. 

Without His lovers the link is snapped and 
Heis absolutely Beyond and will not be seen 
or heard of again for seven hundred years. 
But in the hearts of His lovers God the Sus- 
tainer will live this new life and manifest 
His glory to those who hold Him high to the 
endless end. 
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THE WAYFARERS 
MEHER BABA 


with 
The God-intoxicated 


by 
William Donkin 


After twenty years, now in print again, with its lavish photo- — 
graphs and maps, including two later supplements. 


Price $10.95 plus 25¢ for postage and 
handling. (California residents please 
add 5%% sales tax). Order from: 


Sufism Reoriented 
1290 Sutter Street 
San Francisco, California 94109 


16 1 Tah Teme LO “Uae 
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Dr. Donkin has documented a meticulous account of Avatar | 
Meher Baba’s work with the masts, covering the years 1922- — 
1949, relating also stories of Meher Baba’s work with the 
mad, the poor and various types of aspirants on the path to 


God-realization. 
Meher Baba, felt by millions to be the Christ or God-Man 


of this cycle of time, makes an immense contribution to both 
psychology and metaphysics in his descriptions of altered 
states of consciousness. He clarifies distinctions between 
“insanity” and “God-intoxication” never before  under- 
stood in the Western world. These explanations should 
prove invaluable to psychiatrists, psychologists and others 
who must learn to differentiate psychopathology from genu- 


& ine experiences of transcendent awareness. 
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